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A WASTED CRIME 



CHAPTER I 



Hoggett's Green may have been green once upon 
a time ; but if ever that was so, it was more years 
back than the oldest inhabitant could remember. 
For many and many a year now the whole land- 
scape has been overrun by the black armies of labor, 
the entrails of the earth have been rifled in the 
search for coal and iron,^ and the surface is covered 
with huge mounds of refuse. Weedy pools of old 
rain-water fester in the dingy hollows between the 
artificial hills. Here and there a slimy canal — the 
surface of which is iridescent with floating oil and 
tar — divides the country, and slow barges, laden with 
coal and pig-iron, are drawn along by lazy horses, 
driven by picturesque rascals, whose speech is a min- 
gling of many rustic dialects. 

Hoggett's Green may once, again be green, one of 
these days, for the underground resources of the 
country are almost exhausted. The district, which 
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2 A WASTED CRIME 

twenty years ago was populous and prosperous, is 
now more than half -deserted. Evidences of old 
abandoned enterprise lie scattered everywhere. There 
are yawning caverns from which clay has been dug ; 
there are open coal-mines, surrounded by rickety and 
rotting fences, huge balks of timber, and half-dis- 
mantled edifices of brick; and hundreds of huge 
histing cog-wheels, which once made part of a work- 
ing colliery plant, might be found within the limits 
of a square mile. 

iN'ature does her best to reassert herself in this 
mournful district, but there is still enough of smoke 
left to cloud the sky on the brightest midsummer 
day, and the poisonous exhalations of a chemical 
factory wither all vegetation within reach of their 
deadly influence. The roads ai'e miry and ill-kept, 
the scattered living -places are mean and ruinous, 
and, in short, it would be very diflicult to find in all 
broad England a less desirable place to live in. 

On the edge of this desolate province, just where 
the country begins to smile again, there is a long 
straggling street, with a police-station, a dozen public- 
houses, and a chapel in it. This street is always 
spoken of by the people of Hoggett's Green as "the 
town." The parish is a very large one, and the out- 
lying Hoggett's Greeners look on a visit to the town 
as an affair of enterprise and excitement. The street 
is always filled on a Saturday night with men in black 
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broadcloth and women in shawls of many colors, 
who carry great marketing-baskets on their arms, and 
wear flowers unknown to nature in their bonnets. 
The male section of society in Hoggett's Green is 
content, from Monday morning until Saturday after- 
noon, with the complexion of a Christy's minstrel; 
but on Saturday evenings they wash, and dress them- 
selves in black, shining raiment, false collars, and silk 
hats. If times are good, they get solidly and re- 
spectably fuddled at the various public-houses, while 
their wives spend the market-money and get through 
the gossip of the week. 

It was a Saturday night in the beginning of 
autumn, and the one street of the town was thronged. 
At one end of it, it was particularly brilliant and 
noisy, for there were set up a number of stalls, all 
illuminated by flaring naphtha lamps. There was a 
show of some sort in a canvas booth, and the popu- 
lace was noisily invited to enter it by the blare of an 
ill-blown key-bugle and the banging of a big drum. 
A little farther on was a merry-go-round, which was 
worked by steam. Hidden somewhere away in the 
centre of this contrivance was an instrument of hide- 
ous discord, a barrel-organ of abnormal power, the 
strains of which were audible a mile away. A 
thin rain had fallen all day, and was still falling. 
The ruts and puddles in the roadway shone bright 
yellow in the glare of the lamps, and the people, 
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heedless of the weather, lounged and jostled hither 
and thither in a distracting confnsion of noises. 

That night a young gentleman, travelling on foot 
from Qnarrymoor to Beacon Hargate, had lost his 
way in the rain and darkness, and had been guided 
across the waste of black country by the flaring 
lights and the rude noises of merriment. The scene 
was new to him, and he stood to watch it for a 
minute or two, with a half-smiling interest, though 
his face expressed a good-humored silent protest 
against the fanfaronade of the steam-driven barrel- 
organ. He was not at'first aware that he was excit- 
ing so general a regard, but by-and-by he discovered 
that almost everybody in his neighborhood was star- 
ing at him, more or less furtively. A gentleman was 
not a common spectacle in the town street of Hog- 
gett's Green on Saturday nights, and the stranger 
unmistakably belonged to a type altogether different 
from the rough-cast specimens of humanity by whom 
he was just then surrounded. He was not openly 
insulted, but certain free-and-easy comments on his 
dress, his mustache, and his eye-glass reached his 
ears. There was certainly no intention to give of- 
fence, but there was, just as certainly, no anxiety to 
avoid it, or care if it were taken. He took the com- 
ments with a perfect good-humor, and lounged on 
through the mud until he came to a halt at the front 
of a green-grocer's shop. Here a giant of a fellow — 
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bareheaded and in his shirt-sleeves — was weighing 
out potatoes from a big tray-table, which took up 
lialf the width of the footway. The stranger, pausing 
near at hand to look at something which for the 
moment attracted his attention, was half deafened by 
the salesman's voice. 

"Roll up this way, for the mealy 'uns! 'Ere y' 
are! Balls of flour — balls of flour! 'Taters — 'taters! 
Three farthings a pound." 

The young gentleman turned to look at him. 

"Give your orders!" cried the salesman, address- 
ing him personally. 

The young man smiled, but made no answer. A 
customer came up and was served. He stood there 
still watching the transaction, though it had, of 
course, no interest for him, and purposing to ask his 
way when it was over. The potato salesman seemed 
to take umbrage at his regard. 

" Yo' seem to have made up your mind to know 
me again, young man," he said, with more display of 
anger than the occasion seemed to warrant. 

^' I beg your pardon. I was only waiting to ask 
my way. Can you put me on the road to Beacon 
Hargate?" 

" Can I put thee on the road to B'acon Hargit ?" the 
man answered, with a clumsy imitation of the young 
man's accent. It was simply the accent of a gentle- 
man, and in no way exaggerated or odd to an ac- 
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cnstomed ear; but to the galesman's notion it was 
evidently afEectedly fine and finikin. 

"My good fellow," said the gentleman, "I asked 
yon a civil question. Can't you give me a civil 
answer?" 

The man turned away with a growl of inarticulate 
disdain, and served another customer. The stranger 
flushed a little, and took the measure of the man 
until he turned again. 

" What be'st ga'in' theer for, Gawby ?" the sales- 
man asked.' 

" Will you answer my question ?" the young man 
demanded. "You seem to me a devilish ill-con- 
ditioned fellow." 

"An' yo' seemin' to me," the man retorted, "a 
devilish stuck-up young jackanapes. Find the way 
if thee cost, and if thee cossn't get somebody else to 
put ye on it. I've had enough on ye." 

The man's unexpected insolence fired the stranger's 
anger, and for a mere instant he was tempted to knock 
the fellow down. He subdued that impulse, how- 
ever, and, turning away, continued his walk along 
the street. The little scene had been watched by a 
considerable number of people, who jeered after him 
as he went. He walked the more slowly for their 
insults, but soon reached the end of the street, and 
there, facing the thickening darkness, he looked 
irresolutely about him, doubtful which way to take, 
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but not caring again to appeal to a denizen of Hog- 
gett's Green. He was alone and unregarded, and 
was beginning to think himself in something of a 
difficulty, when he caught sight of an advancing 
figure — the figure of a girl — who came along with 
a light and elastic step, under the shelter of an 
umbrella. As she drew nearer he made out that she 
was very neatly and trimly dressed, though with 
perfect plainness. She had almost, but not quite, 
the aspect of a lady, and in a simple, childish fashion 
she looked undeniably pretty. 

" Come," said the stranger to himself, "I may look 
for decent treatment here." 

He raised his hat as the girl drew near and ac- 
costed her. 

"I beg your pardon," he began ; " but I have lost 
my way. I started from Quarrymoor to walk to 
Beacon Hargate, and I seem to have got completely 
out of the road." 

" You have, indeed," she answered, in a fresh and 
musical voice which had just a touch of the local 
accent in it and no more. She had, indeed, rather 
the tune than the accent of the district — a form of 
speech a shade broader and more deliberate than that 
commonly employed by cultured people. 

The stranger thought it very charming, and stood 
bareheaded in the thin rain before her with an un- 
conscious smile on his face. 
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"Am I very far out of my reckoning?" 

"Oh yes," she answered. "You've come three 
miles out of your road. I don't quite know how to 
direct you," she added. "You are about twenty 
minutes from the high-road, and it's a very awkward 
bit of walking for a stranger in the night-time. If 
you got as far as Bolt's Corner, you'd find it safe and 
easy." She paused for a moment, and he saying 
nothing, she fell into a brief deliberation, from which 
she emerged with a brisk — "Here! I've plenty, of 
time — I'll show you." 

"Oh, thank you!" he cried; "I couldn't dream of 
allowing that." 

"Oh, it's no trouble," she answered. "You'll 
never get to Beacon Hargate from here to-night 
unless you have somebody to show you the way." 
She was evidently not in the least afraid of him, but 
there was no touch of forwardness or coquetry in her 
manner — her offer was made as unconsciously as if 
the stranger had been one of her own sex. 

" But I should be so ashamed to trouble you," he 
said. " It's a wretched night, and the roads are 
abominable." 

"Oh, it's no trouble," she answered, lightly. 
" This is the way. Follow me, and keep close behind 
me." 

She turned away and the young man obeyed her 
in;[unctiou. For the firstscore of yards the glare of 
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the lights about the stalls and shops cast a faint 
glimmer of illumination on the roadway; but that 
soon died, and they walked against what looked like 
a perpetually receding wall of solid darkness. At 
first, and before his eyes became accustomed to the 
gloom, he had some difficulty in making out the 
lines of his guide's figure, but in a little while he 
followed her without difficulty, though he had no 
guess of the direction in which she was leading him. 

"You've got to be very careful here," she said, 
when they had walked some five minutes in silence. 
" The road's about four feet wide here — and it's not 
very even — ^and there's a clay-pit on one side and a 
crowning-in on the other." 

"What is there on the other?" he. demanded, 
puzzled by the phrase. 

"A crowning-in," she repeated. "A landslip. The 
ground has given way there. You had better give 
me your hand." 

He obeyed again, and she led him cautiously along 
in the dense darkness of the niglit. He could see 
nothing on either side, and fancy opened out im- 
measurable gulfs. 

" Be careful," he besought his guide. 

"Oh, you needn't be afraid," she answered. "I 
could find my way here blindfolded. I've travelled 
this road thousands of times." 

" Thousands of times?" he echoed. 
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"Many thousands of times," she returned. "Four 
times a day for fourteen years, leaving out Sundays. 
NoW," she added, "you're pretty safe again; but 
there are nasty gates at the canal lock, a hundred 
yards farther on. When you're over that you can 
see the lights, and the way is quite easy." 

"Upon my word," he said, "I am ashamed of 
myself for giving you so much trouble, and, if you'll 
forgive me for saying it, you must be a very kind- 
hearted little lady to do so much for a perfect 
stranger." 

" Oh, it's no trouble," she repeated. "And, besides 
that, I don't think you are a stranger altogether." 

" Indeed?" he asked, in some astonishment. " I'm 
sure we can't have met before, for I never forget a 
face, and I don't remember yours." 

" You can soon tell me if I am mistaken," she said, 
and the young man knew by the sound of her voice 
that she was smiling. " You are Mr. Audley, the 
eldest son of Sir William Audley." 

" That's quite true," he answered ; " but I haven't 
been in this part of the world for half a dozen years." 

" No," she assented, "it's quite six years ago. Sir 
William visited the National School at Rook's End, 
and you came with him. I was a pupil-teacher there, 
and now I am the school-mistress." 

"Oh," said he, " that explains it. But I must have 
changed since then." 
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"I don't think you've changed at all," she an- 
swered. "I knew you when I saw you standing 
in the road. I should have known you anywhere. 
Now, here we are at the canal. Follow me^very 
carefully, and hold on to the rail. You'll soil your 
gloves, most probably, but you must put up with 
that." 

To his fancy she seemed to follow the road all 
along rather by instinct than by sight or habit. He. 
could see absolutely nothing but a dull, sulky, half- 
imagined gleam of water. She guided his hand to 
the railings she had spoken of, and crossed before 
him a narrow, slippery beam of timber. 

"Now," she cried, "your trouble's over. Follow 
me for another hundred yards, and you will be able 
to see your way." 

He felt that they were on rising ground, and could 
even dimly make out the line of a gentle hill across 
the sky. They attained the little summit at last, and 
he could see the lights of the town shining afar off, 
and nearer at hand a diminishing line of gas-lamps, 
which marked the curving progress of the highway. 

"And now," she said, "good-night." 

More by accident than because he could see it, 
he found her hand and took it heartily in his 
own. 

" I am infinitely obliged to you. Good-night." 

" Good-night, Mr. Audley," she responded. 
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" I should like to know my guide's name," he said, 
still holding her hand. 

" Certainly, if you wish it," she answered in an in- 
different tone. " My name is Marsh— Mary Marsh. 
Good -night, Mr. Audley. A pleasant journey 
home." 

Slie drew her hand away from his, and went her 
way, leaving the young man standing on the little 
hill-top alone. 

He waited until he guessed that she had reached 
the canal, and then sang out through the darkness: 
'' Good-night again, Miss Marsh ! I am immensely 
obliged to you." 

She answered him with another farewell, and he 
betook himself to the road, walking sturdily with 
half a dozen miles of mire and rain in front of him. 
He was still far from his destination when the girl 
had reached her own. She passed through the crowd 
at the lower end of the street, exchanging greetings 
here and there, and followed everywhere by a recog- 
nition, which was in turn admiring, respectful, and 
derisive. She entered at the door of the green- 
grocer's shop, where the burly salesman gave her a 
familiar nod. She passed through the shop and into 
the living-room beyond it, an apartment which 
served as kitchen, dining-room, and sitting-room in 
one. Its floor was of large, square tiles, ripe red, 
and as clean as constant scrubbing would make them. 
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Its only cover was a rug, rouglily constructed of 
thousands of fragments of difEerent colored cloth. 
This lay before the fire, behind a fender of polished 
steel, whioh seemed to carry the warmth and luxury 
of the fire into the room itself. An oil-lamp burned 
on the unclothed table, and the air was a little sickly 
with its odor. It was heavy, too, with the scents of 
fruit and vegetable, and after the open freedom of 
the night and the comparative purity of the outside 
atmosphere, the girl found the place oppressive. 
She took ofi her wet mantle, and hung it on a hook 
behind the door^ and having disposed of her umbrella 
in the back ^itchen, where she left it to drain, she 
sat down before the fire with her feet perched on 
the fender, and her skirts drawn up a little for the 
enjoyment of the warmth. There she fell into a sort 
of day-dream, which by-and-by was broken by the 
entry of the green-grocer. His shirt- sleeves were 
wet, and on his hairy arms and his bare head the dew 
of the fine rain which had fallen all night long, hung 
like fog. 

" Tou'm late to-night, Mary." 

" Not very," Mary said, in an uninterested voice. " I 
found a gentleman at the end of the town who had 
lost his way. I guided him as far as Bolt's Corner." 

" Yo' found a gentleman at th' end o' the town ?" 
the man said, staring sulkily at her. " Yo' guided 
him as fur as Bolt's Corner ?" 
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She turned her head upon her shoulder, and looked 
at him with a scornful indifference. She made no 
verbal response to his questions, but satisfied herself 
by a faint and scarcely perceptible elevation of the 
eyebrows at the end of each. 

" I see some young sprig o' fashion 'ere," said the 
man, " somewheres about half a hour ago. Yo' ought 
to know better at your time o' life, young woman, 
than to go a trapesin' about in the dark at this time 
o' night wi' strange young men, as yoVe never set 
eyes on in your life afore." 

"You ought to know better,"* she answered, 
"than to be a fool, at your time of life, Joe. You 
mind your own business, and leave me to mind 
mine." 

" This," said the man, spreading his hands abroad 
with a gesture of exasperation, as he harangued an 
invisible audience — "this comes o' them school 
booards, a settin' young women oop to think an' 
dress above their station in life, to which it has 
pleased God to call 'em." 

" I suppose you'll be wanting supper by-and-by, 
Joe," said the girl. 

"Supper!" cried Joe. "It's enough to turn a 
man's food sour on his stomach to witness such 
goin's-on. What do ye think yer mother 'd ha' said 
about it, if her 'd ha' been alive ?" 

" I don't know, Joe," the girl answered ; " and I 
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don't much care. I should have taken my own way 
in spite of anybody." 

" I believe you would," said Joe. " But yo' mind 
as them flighty ways o' yourn don't lead you into 
mischief. Trapesin' about, pitcli-dark at night, wi' 
young men as yo' don't know the very names on !" 

" Don't dare," she cried, turning and flashing on 
him in sudden anger — "don't dare ever to speak to 
me another word like that, Joe, or I'll find a way to 
make you sorry for it I" 

There was a sort of pantry, built solidly out from 
the wall and filling almost a quarter of the space of 
the whole apartment. She entered this, and came 
out again with a table-cloth in her hand, which she 
spread upon the table. The man looked at her in a 
sullen anger, and said, "Oh — ah!" She refused 
even to glance at him, and went back into the pantry, 
to emerge again with a wooden knife-tray and a loaf 
in a wicker basket. 

"Nice goin's-on," said Joe, and repeated his 
"Oh— ahl" 

Still she took no notice of him, and made a third 
excursion into the pantry, coming back with a dish 
of cold boiled bacon and a cup containing mustard 
and a spoon. 

"Pretty pass things is comin' to," the man 
growled. His deep and ponderous voice was hoarse 
with much shouting, his face was sulky and defiant. 
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bat now, with the grudge he had upon him, he 
looked altogether forbidding, and even a little dan- 
gerous. 

When the arrangements of the table were com- 
pleted he dragged a heavy wooden chair across the 
room, and half flung it into place. He sat down in 
it noisily, and fell upon the bread and cold bacon as 
if they inspired him with a sense of personal affront, 
and he were rather wreaking vengeance on them than 
satisfying an honest appetite. 

" Wheer's the beer ?" he asked, when he had eaten 
in silence for some five minutes. 

The girl had resumed her seat before the fire, and 
was composedly drying her wet skirts there, holding 
them with both hands towards the warmth. 

"The beer is in the cellar, Joe," she answered, 
without turning round. 

"I shall put a hend to this," growled Joe, rising 
and seizing the empty jug before him. " If these 
kinds o' games is to be gone on with, they sha'n't be 
played in my house. Nor yet the woman as plays 
'em sha'n't live under the same roof wi' me !" 

" You are a great, stupid, uncultivated oaf !" the 
girl answered, with a contempt so genuine that she 
did not even care to emphasize it by a tone of anger. 
" You know nothing — you understand nothing. I 
have often told you I would go, and now I shall do it. 
I shall leave this house on Monday, and take lodgings 
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near the school. I know a place to go to, and I shall 
be much more comfortable there than you let me be 
here." 

"Oh," he said, jeeringly, "you've struck oop some 
sort of acquyntince with that young spark, I reckon. 
I'll lay a sovereign to a penny as 'e knows wheer to 
find ye if 'e wants to have another look at ye." 

" He knows perfectly well where to find me," the 
girl responded ; " but I don't know why he should take 
the trouble to do it. I never spoke a word to him 
until to-night, and in all probability I shall never 
speak another." 

"Do yo' know wheer to find Aim/" the man asked, 
turning round with a scowl of passion. 

"Perfectly," the girl responded. "He is Mr. 
Eobert Audley, the son of old Sir William, who 
used to live at the Grange at Quarrymoor — ^years 
and years ago. He's staying with his father's friends 
at Beacon Hargate — I suppose the Wellesleys, though 
he didn't tell me that." 

" Look 'ere," he said, heavily, leaning over her and 
gesticulating with the empty jug, " under my roof or 
away from it, I'll have no goin's-on on yo' part with 
any young man as is above your proper station. My 
father put yo' in my hands — * Be a brother to her,' 
says he the dar afore he died. ^ Yo'n all she's got to 
look to in the world.' I've bin a brother to ye," he 
continued; "and I'm goin' to be a brother. Yo're 
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spoiling yo'self for a quiet, decent life among your 
own kith and kindred, and yo've set up to think as 
theer's the makings of a lady in ye. But let me 
find that chap, of any other like him, talkin' to thee 
agen, and I'll break every bone in his body. I know 
my Christian duty," he continued, "and Pm goin' to 
do it." 

She listened to this tirade in contemptuous silence, 
and her brother withdrew, jug in hand, to the cellar, 
whence issued a deep bass, ventriloquial - sounding 
growL 

He came back to the table, finished his meal in 
silence, and went back to his out-door duty. The girl 
sat alone, wonderfully undisturbed, and fixed her 
dreamy eyes upon the fire. 
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CHAPTER II 

Mb. Audley thought a great deal about his small 
adventure. As he walked sturdily along tlie darken- 
ing lanes, he recalled almost every word that the girl 
had said to him, and almost every tone of her voice. 
He had seen her face for a mere half-minute, and 
though he had boasted only a little while before that 
he never forgot a face he had once seen, he found 
that, when he sought for it in his thoughts, it had 
eluded him altogether, and left only some faint, 
bright memory, to the efEect that it was young and 
pretty. He was not, over and above the ordinary, 
an impressionable young man; but the little ad- 
venture stirred him to a sense of interest in 
the girl which he would not have experienced 
if he had encountered her under circumstances 
less singular. He talked about his encounter to 
the friend with whom he was staying, when he 
reached his destination, and he talked with a little 
natural exaggeration, and with a touch of reticence. 
That is to say, he described the girl as being not 
only almost, but altogether, a lady in manner, and he 
purposely forgot to tell what he knew about her po- 
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sition as school-mistress. Young Audley's host for 
the time being knew Hoggett's Green from the 
mere fact of having passed through it once or twice 
on horseback, and was full of wonder as to what 
might bring a lady there. The place, so far as he 
knew, was inhabited exclusively by people of the 
rougher class, and the presence of a well-bred young 
and pretty woman in such a place afforded an en- 
chanting mystery. Young Audley was for riding 
over on the Monday and improving his acquaint- 
ance, but his host proposing to go with him, he 
changed his mind, and put off the expedition from 
day to day, until he found an opportunity to go 
alone. This did not occur until the last day of the 
week, and by that time he was less keen set on the 
resumption of his chance acquaintance than he had 
been at first. He mounted, however, and rode away 
in the fresh, bright air of the autumn morning, and 
in due time reached Rook's End. On the way he 
encountered the identical surly fellow who had so 
unaccountably refused to direct him on the previous 
Saturday night. The man was walking along the 
road, pipe in mouth, and he cast a sulky glance up 
at the young swell who rode past him with a smile 
of recognition, which, though good-humored enough, 
conveyed a galling feeling of satire to his mind. 
The green -grocer turned to stare at him. The 
horseman rode straight on at a leisurely pace. Joe 
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Marsh, having stood in indecision for a minute or 
two, knocked out the tobacco from his pipe upon his 
hobnailed heel, and, turning in his own tracks, fol- 
lowed the fast -diminishing figure of the horseman. 
He walked rapidly, but Young Audley had struck 
into a trot, and soon out-distanced him. He did not 
travel so fast and far, however, but that Joe saw him 
enter the village street at Rook's End, and alight at 
the one small hostel in the main street. 

" That'll do," he said to himself. " I can guess 
what thee be'st after." 

Young Audley walked down the street until he 
came to a neat whitewashed building which stood a 
little way back from it, behind a trim iron palisade. 
He swung open the creaking gate, and tapped at the 
door of the school building. A voice cried," Come 
in !" and he entered, finding himself in the presence 
of the girl who had guided him through the dark- 
ness from Hoggett's Green. She met him in a per- 
fectly unconscious fashion, and when he raised his 
hat and bowed, she accepted his greeting with no 
embarrassment. She was, indeed, so very cool and 
self-possessed that the young man himself grew to 
be a little nervous and ill at ease. He had been de- 
bating within himself all the way as to whether he 
had the right to do as he was doing, and he thought 
he read a rebuke in the girl's calm manner. 

" I beg your pardon. Miss Marsh," he began, " I 
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hope you won't think me impertinent,- but I was 
passing by this way, and couldn't resist the tempta- 
tion of thanking you for your kindness the other 
evening." 

"I suppose you got home all right?" she asked 
him, coolly. 

"Oh yes," he answered ; " I got home all right, 
thanks to you. I am going over again to Quarry- 
moor to-day." 

He had started without any thought of doing that, 
but he made up his mind that he would continue his 
ride so far, to justify the harmless little fib behind 
which he had sheltered himself. 

" You're only just a few yards out of the way, you 
see," he continued, with something very like a blush 
on his handsome young face, " and I couldn't resist 
the temptation to express my gratitude." 

" You are a very grateful young man," Miss 
Marsh responded, " and I am very much obliged to 
you." 

" No, really," he responded, ill at ease beneath the 
calm irony of her tone, " I am grateful. I should be 
a beast if I were not. I should never have got home 
without your aid, and I don't suppose one girl in a 
thousand would have taken the trouble you took 
with me." 

All the children in the school had suspended their 
lessons at his entry, and all sat gravely wondering at 
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his presence there, watching with all their eyes, and 
listening with all their ears. 

"These are your pupils?" he said, awkwardly, 
finding that she made no response to his last speech. 

" Yes," she said, " these are my pupils. That re- 
minds me that you are hindering them in their 
work. I am afraid I must say good-morning." 

" Good-morning, Miss Marsh," he answered, alto- 
gether abashed by this time. " I am sure, when you 
come to think of it, you will forgive my intrusion. 
I couldn't help coming to express my thanks. I 
won't detain you any longer." 

He held out his hand, and she, having bowed over 
it coldly, without offering him her own in return, 
went back to the desk from which she had risen at 
the moment of his intrusion, and left him standing 
awkwardly in the middle of the floor. 

" Good-bye," he said, confusedly, and plainly try- 
ing to make his voice sound natural and genial. 

" Good-bye," she responded, without turning. 

There was evidently nothing left for him but to 
withdraw, and he went back into the village street 
feeling rebuked and small, and as if he had been 
guilty of a solecism of the graver sort. He walked 
back to the inn at which he had left his horse, and, 
being in no good-htimor with himself, walked with 
bent head and flogged his riding - boot with the 
switch he carried in his hand. He was about to 
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turn through the gateway when a ponderous grasp 
was laid upon his shoulder, and, looking up, he saw 
once more the insolent hobbledehoy of Hoggett's 
Green. 

"What do yo' want heer ?" the man asked. 

" Is that any affair of yours ?" young Audley de- 
manded, fiercely. 

" I'm goin' to mak' it an affair of mine," the man 
responded. " What brings thee heer ?" 

" Take off your hand," the young man answered ; 
but a threatening gesture being the only reply to 
this in junction, he sprang backward and stood in an 
attitude of defence. The first obvious reflection 
which occurred to him was that this man was a 
lunatic at large. 

The fellow, seeing him in a fighting posture, 
laughed, and in one slow glance seemed to contrast 
the difference between his own huge limbs and the 
slighter proportions of the other. 

" Best go home to thy mother, young man," he 
said, menacingly. "If thou'st got any likin' for 
whole bones, keep away from heer." 

" Who are you ?" cried the exasperated youngster. 
" What the deuce have my movements to do with 
yon?" 

"It's pretty well-beknown who I am," the man 
answered. " And your movements, as you call 'em, 
'ave got a lot to do with me at present. Change 
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your movements, young man, or I shall find them 
as '11 force yo' to. Get out o' this, an' don't come 
back no more." . . 

Mr. Robert Audley turned disdainfully away and 
walked towards the stables. At the second stride 
the man caught him again by the shoulder and 
swung him round. 

" D'ye 'ear ?" he growled. " D'ye 'ear what I'm a 
sayin' to yer?" 

' Audley's sole response by this time was a blow, 
so swift and well-delivered that the man stood stag- 
gered by it, and for a moment made no effort to re- 
turn it. 

"You earned that, you impertinent scoundrel!" 
cried Audley, suddenly red-hot with anger. " If you 
want a tlirashing, yon can have it ; but I should ad- 
vise you to go away in quiet." 

The man walked towards the street, and for a 
moment Audley naturally thought that he had done 
with him. That it was not so was soon apparent, 
however ; for the fellow closed and barred the wood- 
en gates, and, having done this, divested himself of 
coat and waistcoat, and rolled up the sleeves of his 
coarse canvas shirt. The young man watched these 
preparations with a face at once angry and scorn- 
ful, but the green-grocer being ready, put himself 
into an attitude of defence, and cried to him to 
come on I 
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"We can tak' it out together 'ere," he said, grimly ; 
" and when thee's had enough, thee canst go." 

Now, Mr. Robert Audley was in the main a pla- 
cably-minded young man enough, and he had no 
mind for a rough-and-tumble fight with a hulking 
ruffian whom he had very fair reasons to think 
crazed. The blow he had delivered had actually 
pledged him to a fight, however, if the other man 
insisted on it, and he began unwillingly to take off 
his own coat. He threw it on some scattered clean 
straw that happened to be lying close by, laid his 
hat upon it, and stood to face his man. 

"I should advise yo' to take that piece of glass 
out of your eye," said the green-grocer. 

"I shall want that, thank you," his opponent an-, 
swered, and, without further parley, they went at it. 

There were advantages on both sides which count- 
ed for much. The green-grocer had an overwhielm- 
ing superiority in size and strength and weight. 
But the younger man was astonishingly quick and 
dexterous and learned in all the devices of what, in 
the good old days, was called " The Noble Art of 
Self-defence." The green-grocer was for annihilat- 
ing his man at once, with a rush. He came on des- 
perately, like a bull at a gate, but his adversary 
avoided his swinging right and left, slipped under, 
and clipped him on the jaw as he leaned back. The 
big man shook his head at this, and turned in f nry^ 
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but only to meet a one — two— three, which left him 
feeling foolish and amazed, half-leaning against the 
whitewashed wall. 

"I don't want to hurt yon," Audley said; "and 
you're only making a fool of yourself. You know 
nothing at all about it, and it isn't worth your while 
to take on Angelo's pet pupil." 

The green-grocer panted heavily, for the last three 
had taken him in the wind ; but he glared with un- 
subdued courage at his enemy, and when he could 
find the breath for it, he grunted, " Time !" and put 
himself once more in attitude. 

" Well," said Audley, " if you will, you will I And 
you'd better have it at once, and get it over." 

It would have been rather a mournful exhibition 
for the scientific eye. It was all too cruelly one- 
sided. The lout did all he knew, and stuck to his 
business with the tenacity of a bull -dog. The 
practised boxer evaded him with an almost ludicrous 
ease, danced him out of breath without himself be- 
coming for an instant flurried, and hit the big body 
and stupid head almost when and where he chose. 
He was fast losing all animus against the man, and 
would willingly have let him go; but, just as it 
takes two to make a quarrel, it takes two to effect a 
reconciliation, or even to enter into a pact of peace. 
He could not stand to be hammered by this mighty 
ruffian, and the only way to escape grave injury 
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was to punch him, and to keep on punching him. 
An hostler, with a piece of straw in his mouth, came 
out while the fight was in full swing and looked on, 
with his hands in his trousers-pockets, with a placid 
approval. He was a wizened, elderly man, and had 
seen the last of the pabny days of the prize-ring. 
Half the best English fighters of his day had sprung 
from that part of the country — the terrible Slasher, 
the immortal Tom himself, with Gosses, Brettels, 
and lesser lights innumerable. The ancient hostler 
had himself been a devotee of the sport, and in his 
youth had known a good deal about it. It did not 
occur to him to inquire into the cause of the quarrel, 
or to act as intermediary. He simply chewed his 
straw and enjoyed the fight, unequal as it was, 

" I doan't know who yo' are, young man," he said, 
in the slow local drawl, addressing Audley, " but 
yo' ve got a very pretty notion of the game ; an' if I was 
forty years younger, I should like a turn-up with ye." 

This was at the end of the tenth or twelfth round, 
and the fight by this time was almost over. The ex- 
pert had scarcely received a scratch, but the novice 
had almost exhausted his forces, and bore severe evi- 
dence of the combat. 

" I should chuck up the sponge, if I was yo'," the 
ancient continued, addressing himself this time to 
the green-grocer. " Yo'U make nothing by it ; yo've 
found your master." 
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"Not yet," said Joe Marsh, gathering himself 
once more together, " Come along." 

Audley went back reluctantly, but determined to 
make an end of it. There had been no knock-down 
blow as yet, but now he forced the fighting heavily. 
The big fellow began to reel — his knees grew groggy, 
and he could scarcely lift his ponderous band. Aud- 
ley put all his force into one tremendous body blow; 
the man curled, rolled over, and lay breathless. 
. "That's finished 'im," said the ancient, looking 
down on him. " He'll be all right in a while, but 
he'll want no more on it this morning. What's it 
all about ?" he asked, turning to Audley. 

" That's more than I can tell," the young man an- 
swered, ruefully examining his own knuckles, which 
were gashed in half a dozen places and black with 
bmises. " I never saw the man but once before in 
all my life, and so far as I know, I had no cause of 
quarrel with him.'^ 

" Theer's some on 'em like that," the ancient an- 
swered. "I've knowed them i' my time as 'ud 
sooner fight than have theer dinner, any day. I 
reckon he's one o' that breed." 

"You'd better look after him," said Audley. 
" You can let me have my horse, and there's five 
shillings for you." 

The old man received the money, spat upon it, and 
pocketed it with a tug at his rusty forelock. 
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" I know that chap," he said, looking at the fallen 
man, who now began to gather himself together. 
"He's the brother o' oar young school-missis." 

"Oh!" said Audley, "is that it?" He began dimly 
to understand, though there was still much in the 
matter beyond his comprehension. 

" You'd hardly think they was two peas out o' the 
same pod, if iver you'd seen the young 'ooman," 
went on the hostler. " Her 's a high-flyer, if iver I 
met one." 

" Yo' leave my sister's name alone, Jack Whitens," 
cried the beaten man, gathering himself to his 
feet with considerable difficulty. " Let her be what 
her may be, her 's not to be talked about by thy 
sort." 

"I've got nothin' to say against the wench," the 
hostler answered, jingling his five shillings in his 
pocket, and tranquilly munching at his straw. " Her 's 
as fine a speciment of a young woman as is to be 
found in these parts for a mile or two. Her 's a 1>it 
over-fine ladyfied for her position in life, to which it 
has pleased God to call her; but times is changed, and 
nowadaysen every lad sets up to be a clerk in a ware- 
'us, and every gel wants to be a lady." 

Joe Marsh, sighting a bucket near the stables at 
the end of the yard, strolled to it, bore it to the 
pump, filled it with water, and began to rid himself 
as best he might of the traces of the conflict in 
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which he had been so little prosperous. The hostler 
went leisurely in search of Audley's horse, and the 
young gentleman himself resumed his hat and coat, 
and gingerly drew on his gloves, to hide his bruised 
and bleeding knuckles. Marsh's simple toilet was 
soon made, and though he did not seem disposed to 
renew the combat, he was evidently determined not 
to let his warning go for nothing. As the old man 
led out the horse, Joe laid a hand upon the bridle, 
and turning his swollen face on Audley, addressed 
him in a solemn, minatory growl. 

" I thought I could gi'e thee a hiding," he said ; 
^^ but I had to take one in place on it. That makes 
no difference, however, I won't ha' thee foolin' round 
here." 

" My good fellow," said Audley, " I am not at 
your beck and bidding." 

"I'm not thy good fellow," Marsh answered, " nor 
no other man's good fellow! If yo' can't take a 
plain man's plain meaning, yo'll have to be taught, 
and that's all there is about it." 

" What is a plain man's plain meaning ?" Audley 
asked him. " I never saw you but once in my life 
before." 

"That's a lie!" said Joe. "You've sin me twice 
before. Saturday night and this morning." 

"Well, well," said Audley, "if I had seen you 
thirty times, it would make no difference. You in- 
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suited me on Saturday without the slightest provo- 
cation." 

"You're a liar !" said Joe Marsh, stolidly. " Yo' 
come a-starin' at me for a minute or two, as if yo'd 
never sin anybody like me outside a show before." 

" My good sir," cried Audley, half angry and half 
amused, " I was only waiting until you were free to 
answer the question I wanted to ask you." 

" I'm not your good sir, nor no man's." 

" You're quite right," Audley retorted ; " you're 
not. But that's hardly the question. What I want 
to know is, what's your reason for forcing a quarrel 
with me?" 

" Yo' want to know that, do ye ?" Marsh asked him, 
with a heavy jeer. 

" Yes," said Audley; " I want to know that." 

"These 'ere finikin, fine-spoken chaps," said Joe, 
appealing to the hostler, "seems to think as there's 
nobody outside their own sort as cares for any- 
thing. I'd have yo' to know, young man," he con- 
tinued, turning to Audley, "as there's as much hu- 
man natur* among us, an' a precious lot more, for 
that matter, than there is to be found among your 
sort." . 

" You say you know this fellow," cried Audley, 
impatiently. "Can you tell me if he is mad, or 
drunk, or what's the matter with him ?" 

"I'm neyther mad nor drunk," said Joe, gingerly. 
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\ feeling an enormously swollen upper lip with thumb 

and finger. " I'm goin* to do my Christian duty." 

Vexed and bewildered as he was, tlie gentleman 
laughed at this declaration, and motioning to the 
hostler to open the gates, he set one foot in the 
stirrup in the act to mount. 

" Understand me,*' said Joe Marsh, " if thee conies 
here again, thee'lt come at thine own peril." 

" So far as we can both judge of what has hap- 
pened," said Audley, "it looks very much as if I 
might come at yours." 

" Crow away," said Joe, standing aside to let him 
pass. " There's more ways of killing a cat than 
choking her with cream. To' keep out o' my 
sister's way, and I'll keep out of yourn. Now," he 
concluded, " if ever I do break thy back for thee, 
thou'lt never have the right to say thee wasn't 
warned." 

" You ill-conditioned donkey !" Audley answered. 
" Your sister had the kindness to guide me last Sat- 
urday night over a very nasty and dangerous piece 
of country, and I had the politeness to ride over here 
to-day to thank her for it. And for that you must 
need get yourself into a quarrel. You've earned a 
good thrashing for your pains, and yon can't say 
that you haven't deserved it thoroughly " 

" I'll have no gentlefolks fooling round any girl as 
I've got charge of," Joe declared. " If the wench 

8 
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had been a kid, I'd have leathered her. As it is, 
I've had to take it out o' thee. Don't come back 
here agin — that's my last word." 

" Open the gates, hostler," said Audley, thinking 
that he had expended too much time already on this 
unreasonable person, and the hostler obeying his com- 
mand, he rode out into the street. He forgot his 
purposed visit to Quarrymoor, and turned his horse's 
head homeward. 

He could not help thinking, as he rode, that he 
had lighted upon queer people. He had never be- 
fore encountered that spirit of hatred and contempt 
for his own class which was exemplified in the per- 
son of Joe Marsh. In the agricultural district in 
which he had been bred, all the humbler folk were 
meek, and even subservient, touching their hats to 
Sir William and bis guests, and ready to secure favor 
by any small civilities of speech or service. At 
school there had certainly been a traditional feud be- 
tween the boys of school and town. At the univer- 
sity, again, there had been such a feud, and there 
were sporadic outbreaks, both at school and college, 
when the gentlemen were forced to guard them- 
selves against the louts. But to Audley's mind this 
had seemed almost an ordinance of nature, and had 
carried no sense of enmity with it. From his point 
of view, and from that of his companions, the fight 
was almost purely good-humored. 
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Thinking farther on along the lines of his own ex- 
perience, he found himself everywhere on the most 
admirable terms with those whose estate was not so 
enviable as his own — with his father's tenantry, with 
waiters in hotels and clabs, with guards and porters 
at railway stations, with shop-keepers, id hoc genua 
omne. Why should anybody hate him for being a 
gentleman ? He knew well enough that he meant 
no offence or harm to man, woman, or child. 

There was only one way of accounting for the 
brother. He was an incorrigibly ill-tempered and 
quarrelsome fellow, and there, to young Audley's 
thinking, was an end of him. The sister presented a 
more complex problem. It was obvious that she 
had an ambition to climb out of her own class, to 
educate herself — not only so far as the mere read- 
ing of books could carry her, but in some of those 
nucmces of refinement to which he had himself been 
born, and which seemed as natural as the air he 
breathed. And yet, in spite of this ambition, when a 
gentleman, to whom she had done a service, present- 
ed himself before her for the mere purpose of ex- 
pressing a natural and becoming gratitude, she had 
received him with a shyness almost as farouche as 
her brother himself could have been expected to dis- 
play. He determined upon one thing in the course 
of his homeward ride : it was out of Joe Marsh's 
power .to frighten him, and he would at least see the 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



36 A WASTED CRIME f 

pretty^little girl again, and discover if it were not ] 
possible to bring her to a more agreeable humor. 

And so, promising himself nothing worse and noth- I 

ing better than an hourt harmless amusement, he I 

took his way towards as bitter a tragedy as ever I 
darkened a man's life in the history of the world. 
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CHAPTER ni- 

Rook's End, though it lay within two miles and a 
half of Hoggett's Green, had never fallen within 
measurable distance of the desolation which encom- 
passed the neighboring village* There were outlying 
mines about it, and some of the handicrafts pursued 
within its limits dealt with iron in various forms, 
but all in a small way, and with little result in the 
way of smoke or noise. In a word, the population 
was half manufacturing and half rural. At almost 
any hour of the day or night the wayfarer might 
hear the clink of hammers as he passed tlie squalid 
cottages where the chain-makers and nail-makers 
lived and labored. But there were four or five farm- 
houses in the immediate neighborhood, and in places 
the raw, shaley refuse of a pit-mound would intrude 
from the edge of a cornfield. The farther you got 
away from Hoggett's Green, the fairer and the less 
disturbed by evidences of labor the landscape grew, 
until within the distance of four miles you might 
have fancied yourself in the very heart of rural Eng- 
land. The sky was always red at night-time, and 
when the wind blew from the region of smoke and 
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flame, the brightest midsummer sky would be cloud- 
ed by a haze of smoke ; but, in the proper seasons, 
all the wayside flowers known in mid-England flour- 
ished luxuriantly, and the hedges were, as beautiful 
in their unrestrained growth as they were in the 
heart of Warwickshire itself. 

The school-mistress was not a young person who 
threatened in vain, and she had fulfilled her promise 
to her brother. She had removed her simple belong- 
ings, her dresses and her books, from his house at 
Hoggett's Green to a cottage at Eook's End. She 
had walked over on the Sunday to make her bargain 
with the proprietress of the cottage — a clean, with- 
ered old woman, and a notable housewife, who had 
known the school-mistress almost from babyhood. 
The piano, which, more than any other of her be- 
longings, had been resented by brother Joe, was 
transferred in a farmer's cart from one house to an- 
other, and half the village assembled to see it lifted 
out and carried into Mary Marsh's new home. Its 
strains at night delighted the nose-nipped loiterers 
who stood in the cold fog to listen, and Miss Marsh 
became more than ever a personage in the village. 
One or two of the outlying farmers' daughters had 
pianos of their own, and played after a fashion ; but 
Mary's was the only instrument in the village itself, 
and her ownership of it, and her mastery over its re- 
sources, gave her a kind of cachet. She was univer- 
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sally received as a young woman who in all ways 
knew how to take care of herself. She had no in- 
timates, and ontside her professional labors very few 
acquaintances. The vicar, who came into most fre- 
quent contact with her, pronounced her a most esti- 
mable young woman, and she enjoyed almost every- 
body's esteem, without enlisting anybody's affection. 
Here and there was to be found a young woman who 
had a downright hatred for her, but this was most 
probably attributable to jealousy, for Mary was un- 
doubtedly the prettiest girl in the two parishes, the 
best dressed, and the most accomplished. A certain 
class of young men, who called her " the school-gaf- 
fer," oblivious of a feminine of the noun, made itself 
disagreeable. It snow -balled the girls in winter- 
time, and smoked pipes at the open windows in sum- 
mer, with audible comments, not always of the most 
refined character, on the school-mistress and her af- 
fairs. Hook's End had not much chivalry to boast 
of, but in the main the girl was respectfully treated, 
and the general esteem in which she was held for- 
bade the most impertinent hobbledehoy to go too 
far. 

The late autumn was verging into winter when, 
on a Saturday afternoon, five weeks after her first 
encounter with young Audley, the girl strolled out 
alone towards the countryside of the village, and 
away from Hoggett's Green. She carried in her 
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hand — less with any intention to refer to it than as a 
talisman of protection — a red-bound copy of a vol- 
ume of the Social Science Series. She was tastefully 
dressed in plain gray, and wore a coquettish little 
cloak of the same color, not quite .so warm, perhaps, 
as it might have been, considering the biting cold of 
the weather. The vulgar youth of the place, when 
they felt quite sure of being undisturbed by their 
elders, sang insulting rhymes after her, but she 
walked on in serenely scornful self-possession, until 
she had passed the last house of the rambling village 
and had come out upon the open country. 

Saturday was the sole half-holiday of the week, 
and, indeed, what with the superintendence of the 
Sunday-school and the playing of the harmonium at 
church, was her only time of untrammelled leisure. 
She had locked the door of the school, and even now 
.carried the key in her pocket. The week's work was 
over, and the rest of the day was entirely at her own 
disposal. On the gorse-common the low sun, burn- 
ing like a red ball, half-way between the blue zenith 
and the haze-bounded horizon, had turned the hoar- 
frost of early morning into burning drops which glit- 
tered everywhere in countless thousands, repeating 
every color of turf and gorse and sky. The air was 
sweet, though keen, and the girl found a pleasant re- 
freshment in it. She began to move more and 
more briskly, and a clearer color mounted to her 
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cheek, and her eyes grew brighter. She was right 
away in the open country, and two miles from home, 
when she paused to look about her. Rook's End, with 
its little cluster of red brick or whitewashed houses, 
lay below the rising ground on which she stood, like 
the tumbled contents of a child's house of bricks, and 
from it rose a thin blue mist of smoke. The neigh- 
boring spinneys were almost bare, but l^pre and there 
an obstinate red leaf clung, and the ground was rich 
with a carpet of many colors. Between the thread- 
bare fringes of the lane which led towards Beacon 
Hargate, a solitary mounted figure showed itself for 
a moment, and was lost again. The girl, who was a 
trifle short-sighted, though she had never guessed it, 
failed to recognize the figure as young Audley's, un- 
til, when she had resumed her walk, she saw him 
turn a corner of the road some fifty yards away. At 
the instant of recognition her eyes smiled ever so- 
little ; but she opened her book, and choosing a page 
at random, walked slowly on, as if reading. The road 
was hard in places and soft in places ; hard where last 
night's frost still lingered in the shadows, glutinous 
where the sun had released it from the frosty bond- 
age. Young Audley's horse came on at a foot-pace, 
with a foot-fall alternately crisp and muffled ; but she 
gave no sign of hearing it, and was passing the rider 
with her head bent attentively above her book, as if 
she had no knowledge of his presence. 
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"Good- afternoon, Miss Marsh," said the young 
man's cheery voice above her. " I had no idea that 
I should have the pleasure of seeing you in this di- 
rection. I'm trying to learn the lay of the country, 
and I've made a longish detour. Am I far from 
Book's End?" 

"A little more than two miles," she answered, 
looking up at him. Then with a slight in<;lination 
of the head, as if to say that the interview was al- 
ready over, slfe made a movement to continue her 
walk. 

The young man swung down from the saddle, and 
throwing his horse's bridle over his shoulder, moved 
after her. 

"I beg your pardon. Miss Marsh," he said, "but 
when I called on you four weeks ago to-day at the 
school, your manner made me think that I had been 
guilty of an impertinence. I hope you will forgive 
me for saying that, because I certainly didn't mean 
it in that way. The only wish I had in my mind 
was to express my thanks to you for your uncom- 
mon kindness of a week before." 

" I think I quite understood that, Mr. Audley," 
she answered. " I am sorry if my manner gave you 
any offence." 

''Offence!" cried the young man, "what could 
have put that into your head ? What I was afraid 
of was that I had offended youP 
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"I have my school duties to attend to, Mr. Aud- 
ley," she responded, "and my superiors would not 
approve of my receiving visitors during working- 
hours." 

" Of course," he said, " I ought to have known 
that. In point of fact, I must have known that — " 
he paused and stumbled. "I might have known 
jolly well. Miss Marsh," he went on, in a manner less 
stiff and formal, " that I should be in the way ; but I 
wanted to say ' Thank you,' and I do hope that you 
really weren't offended." 

" Why should I be ?" she asked, with a little ele- 
vation of the eyebrows, and a slightly scornful de- 
pression of the lips. She looked at him, he thought, 
as if he had no right to breathe the same air with 
her, or under any pretence to accost her. 

" The brother's strain," he said to himself, but for 
a moment he made no audible answer. She had 
looked away from him for a mere instant, but now 
she turned to him again. 

" Why should 1 be ? I did you a service which I 
should have done to anybody." She laid an unmis- 
takable emphasis upon the last word, as if to warn 
him from supposing that any attraction of his own 
had influenced her. " You chose to think the serv- 
ice worth a thank you, and you came to offer it. I 
am not so foolish as to take offence at that. Good- 
afternoon, Mr. Audley." 
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" Look here," said Audley, " I wish you wouldn't 
cut me short in this way every time I see you. I 
hope there's nothing so dreadfully distasteful about 
me that you want me out of your sight as soon as 
ever you set eyes upon me." 

"I thought," she answered, "that our interview 
was over. Have you anything more to say?" 

" Well, no, I haven't," he answered, " if you put 
it in that business-like fashion. I've brought noth- 
ing with me cut-and-dried ; but if human intercourse 
were kept within the strict limits of necessity, life 
would be a lot less jolly than I find it." 

" You find life jolly ?" she asked, 

" Why, yes," he answered, " pretty fairly, up till 
now." 

" What makes it so ?" she asked again. 

She was undeniably pretty; Audley would have 
said, after his first encounter with her, that she was 
sweetly pretty. But now that he saw her for the 
second time in broad daylight, l^e would have denied 
the adjective, though he was more than ever inclined 
to retain the substantive. There was a certain au- 
sterity in her face ; something which a more expe- 
rienced physiognomist than himself might almost 
have called vindictive sparkled in her look. 

'* What makes it so ?" she repeated, while he was 
looking at her and recasting his first impressions of 
her. 
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"Well, I don't know," he responded, lightly. 
" I've got pretty well all that I can ask for — youth, 
health, a pretty good temper, an excellent diges- 
tion." 

"There are plenty of men," she answered, "in 
Hoggett's Green who have youth and good diges- 
tions who find life anything but jolly." 

"I dare say," he answered, with a laugh, "that 
some of the poor beggars don't get too much to di- 
gest. That makes a difference, I suppose." 

"Yes," she answered, "that makes a difference. 
Do you do anything, Mr. Audley?" she queried, on a 
sudden. 

" In the way of being useful ?" he retorted. " No, 
I can't say I do. I suppose," he added, indicating 
the red-bound volume in her hand, " that, from the 
Social Science point of view, I ought to do a lot. As 
a matter of fact, I've no temptation that way. I 
shall go into Parliament one of these days, and I 
shall have to sit on the Bench — that's work enough, 
surely, and dreary work enough for anybody." 

"Have you anything further to talk about, Mr. 
Audley?" she asked. ^ 

" A thousand things," he said, gayly, " if we only 
had the time for them. A young man ought to be at 
no lack for conversational themes in the presence of 
a girl who is not only pretty but clever." 

She accepted the compliment, broad as it was, 
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without a sign ; but she asked him, coldly, as if she 
took one-half of it for granted, 

" Who told you I was clever ?" 

"Why, you did," he replied ; "or, to be more ac- 
curate, you do. Nobody can talk to you or look at 
you without finding that out. Besides that," he con- 
tinued, " I'm not the only person in the world who 
thinks so." 

The merest shadow of a smile flickered on her 
face, and in his innocence he thought that the com- 
pliment had pleased her. The thought in her mind 
was, " This young gentleman has thought it worth 
his while to talk about me." That reflection gave 
her a little cold triumph for a moment. 

" I say, Miss Marsh," he broke out, suddenly, " I 
don't know whether you heard about that business 
between your brother and myself four weeks ago." 

" I have heard more than enough about it, Mr. 
Audley," she told him. 

" I couldn't help it," Audley declared. . " He would 
quarrel, and I hadn't the remotest notion in the 
world that he was your brother. Nobody would 
guess it to look at you." Then, thinking that that 
was not altogether a gentlemanly thing to have said, 
he hastened, stammeringly, away from it. " What I 
mean is — why I mention it — 1 hope it'll make no 
difference between you and me." 

She lifted her pretty arched eyebrows once more. 
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and looked at him with a repetition of that air of 
cool disdain which he had already so often noticed 
in her. 

"What difference can it make between us?" she 
asked. " What are you and I to each other, Mr. 
Audley, or ever likely to be to each other, that any- 
thing should make a difference between us ?" 

*' I don't know," he answered ; " I don't see why 
we shouldn't be very good friends. We met in an 
odd, romantic, out-of-the-way sort of fashion, and I 
don't see why we shouldn't be friends." 

" I do," she answered, curtly. " I think you do, 
too. You have your place in the world, and I have 
mine. Our ways are not at all likely to cross each 
other ; and a girl who has her way to make in the 
world can't afford to be too intimate with a young 
man who is going to be a baronet, and has I don't 
know how many thousands a year." 

" I don't see why not," said Audley. 

"You see perfectly well," she answered. "You 
know as well as I do that if we. were seen often to- 
gether it would be compromising to me. You can't 
be expected to care about that ; but I care." 

" Don't say that. Miss Marsh !" cried Audley. " I 
wouldn't compromise you for the world." 

" Most people," she retorted, " would do more than 
that for a very little slice of the world." 

" I wouldn't," he declared, hotly. " I don't know 
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much of you, Miss Marsh, and you know nothing at 
all of me ; but I've talked about you — if you'll for- 
give the liberty 1 take in saying so — and I haven't 
heard from anybody a word that wasn't in your 
praise. If I ask that we should be friends — " He 
stumbled there again, afraid of going too far, and 
not entirely certain of his own meaning. He had 
had no deliberate intention to make any such de- 
mand, but the girl interested him a good deal, and 
piqued him mightily. " Don't you find it cold stand- 
ing here ?" he asked. '* Shall we walk on a little ? 
My horse is shivering." 

" Ah," she said, with the first open smile she had 
ever vouchsafed to him, "you think more of your 
horse than of me. That's quite natural — you have 
known him longer." 

" The horse was only an excuse, poor beggar," he 
responded. " But may I walk with you ? Let me 
come." 

Again he spoke with a little more warmth than he 
had intended. The girl shrugged her shoulders in 
an indifferent consent, which piqued him further yet, 
and they walked on side by side, the horse fol- 
lowing. 

"Do you study Social Science much?" he asked, 
when they had gone a score of yards in silence. He 
put the question because he was at a sheer lack for 
anything else to say. 
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"No," she answered, indifferently. "I bought 
this book partly because I thought it might be inter- 
esting, and partly," she added, laughing, " because it 
might give the vicar an idea that I am studiously in- 
clined." 

When she laughed, her voice rang like a little peal 
of bells, and the young gentleman was altogether de- 
lighted. He laughed out of mere sympathy, and 
Qhe turned upon him with an air of greater candor 
than she had ever worn before him until now. 

"You spoke about my brother a minute or two 
ago," she said, still laughing. "You were afraid 
you might have offended me because you fought 
with him and beat him. I was very glad of it. He 
deserved it thoroughly. I'm not surprised at your 
having had to do it, and my only ponder is that you 
were able." 

He blushed a little, in the ingenuousness of youth. 

" He might have killed me if he had had prac- 
tice," he said. " It isn't a question of size or strength. 
It all depends on whether a man knows the game 
or no." 

" The game ?" she said. " You call it a game ?" 

"And a very good game, too," he answered, "so 
long as there's no malice in it." 

" You talk of strength," said the girl, turning on 
him with a critical look. " You are strong enough, 
I should fancy." 
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"Oh, Pve nothing to complain about," he an- 
swered, modestly. " But then I go in for a good 
deal of athletics." 

"It is a young man's duty to be manly," said the 
school-mistress of Book's End, with a manner which 
was almost patronizing. But she laughed a moment 
later, and Audley thought that everything she had 
done or said within the last few minutes had con- 
tributed to make her more and more charming. 

" Look here," said he, " I really can't see why you 
and I shouldn't be friends. There's no harm in my 
riditig over here now and again, and our having a 
talk together. Fm in the midst of the stupidest lot 
of duffers that ever a man was compelled to live 
with, and it's a change to find somebody who can 
talk, and who can understand a fellow." 

It has been the manner of young men, from time 
immemorial, to read in the minds and characters of 
young women all manner of gifts and graces which 
are more or less foreign to the supposed owner of 
them, and if Audley made this mistake he was less 
to blame than nature. 

" I have so little time," said Miss Marsh. " Sat- 
urday afternoon is my only holiday." 

" Do you often walk out this way ?" Audley asked. 

" This is the only pretty side of the country," she 
answered, with an evasion which concealed nothing, 
and was not meant to conceal anything. 
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" I conld ride over every fine Saturday afternoon !" 
cried the young man, enthusiastically. " I don't care 
what sort of weather it is, but of course I can't ex- 
pect you to come out in the rain." 

"Really, Mr. Audley," said the girl, "I don't 
know why you should drive me from my favorite 
walk." 

" I sha'n't do that," he answered, growing bolder. 
" You won't let me do that. You don't mind me 
coming ?" 

She answered, with a pouting pretence of disdain^ 
that he might do as he pleased, and altogether before 
he knew it, he was holding the gray-gloved hands in 
both his own, with the Social Science volume clasped 
between them. She looked at him with a sudden 
cold dignity, making no attempt to disengage her 
hands, and showing no embarrassment at his ad- 
vance. Audley colored under her gaze, and released 
her hands. 

" I beg your pardon," he faltered. 

" I shall certainly not come here again," said the 
girl, " if you are to behave in that way." 

"I beg your pardon," he repeated. *^I didn't 
mean to do it. I don't know what made me do it, 
only — I was very much in earnest — and — and I 
shouldn't like to miss meeting you again." 

" I think this time," said Miss Marsh, " that we 
will say * good-afternoon ' definitely, Mr. Audley." 
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She gave him a graceful but cold inclination of 
the head, and moved away. He followed, begging 
and protesting, but she gave him no answer. 

^* Please tell me," he besought her, " that I haven't 
spoiled your favorite walk for you. I'd rather have 
stayed away altogether than do that. I won't pre- 
sume to come again, unless you give me leave." 

'' The road is as open to you as to me, sir," she an- 
swered, and, with a renewed inclination of the head, 
she walked away at a pace which was evidently in- 
tefided to put a real distance between them. 

He stood disconsolately looking after her, blaming 
his own stupidity and impertinence, and thinking 
how gracefully she walked, and what a pretty figure 
she made, outlined in her gray dress against the dull 
gold of the autumn afternoon sk3^ By-and-by she 
disappeared behind a projecting spur of the spinney, 
and young Mr. Andley felt singularly alone and 
downcast. He remounted his horse and rode home- 
ward, a prey to many moods. 

"What the dickens is it to me," he asked, 
"whether a little village school-mistress chooses to 
be on friendly terms or no ? She's an awfully jolly 
girl, though, when she likes ; and she's more than 
commonly clever — that I'm sure of. What fine eyes 
she's got, and what a walk, and what a complexion ! 
Nine or ten miles' walk in the day for fourteen years, 
in every sort of weather, has been answerable for the 
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walk and complexion, I suppose. She's a self-respect- 
ing girl, too, and won't stand anybody's nonsense. I 
like her for that. . . . Don't you think you're a bit of 
a fool, Bob ? Ain't you pretty sure of that ? Don't 
you think it would be better for you to leave the 
pretty school-mistress alone?" 

Before he had reached home he had fully made up 
his mind to intrude upon the young lady no more, 
and in that sensible determination he rested until 
the following Saturday afternoon, when he ordered 
his horse and mounted, with the complete resolve to 
ride in an opposite direction from that in which he 
guessed the little school-mistress would be walking. 
He could hardly have told how it came about, but 
somehow he found himself doing exactly what he 
had vowed not to do, and in less than an hour he sat 
on horseback on the highest bit of rolling land on 
the heath, overlooking the village of Rook's End, and 
commanding a view of at least a couple of miles in 
every direction. There was no little gray figure in 
sight, and he was more disa|)pointed than he cared 
to own. The day was exquisitely clear, and the air 
was frosty and exhilarating. There was a distant 
babble of children's voices, but the children them- 
selves were hidden in a belt of wood, and not a human 
creature was in sight. He scanned the whole land- 
scape minutely, and then rode slowly towards home. 
There were two or three branching lanes, in any one 
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of which the gray-clad figure might be hiddeD, and 
he had some despondent hope that in one of these 
he might yet find the object of his search. He 
sparred his horse into a trot, and explored the ways 
which had been hidden in the bird's-eye view he had 
taken from the central eminence of the heath. He 
grew more and more eager as he rode, and at each 
corner of the lanes he traversed he felt a keener dis- 
appointment at finding a vista of emptiness before 
him. He had explored the last of the lanes, and had 
resigned himself to thinking that he had wasted his 
afternoon, when, returning to the heath, he caught 
sight of Miss Marsh at a distance of something like 
a quarter of a mile, and, putting in spurs, rode after 
her at a gallop. His heart seemed to turn over when 
he saw her, and the unexpected force of his own 
emotion came as a surprise to him. Even in the 
hurry of the moment, it occurred to him as an actual 
revelation that, through all the week which had fol- 
lowed his last meeting with her, he had been utterly 
resolved to come here tvrhile he had persuaded him- 
self that he had decided on the exact opposite. He 
did not stop to inquire into the character of that self- 
deception, but he recognized it, and a certain feeling 
of recklessness and desire overcame all his mind. 
While he was yet a hundred yards away, the girl 
heard the pounding of the horse's feet on the frozen 
turf, and turned. He waved his hat with a free, wild 
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gesture, and rode towards her the straightest way, 
clearing a tangled mound overgrown with leafless 
blackberry briers, and halting, almost immediately 
after the leap, within half a dozen yards of her. .His 
eyes beamed, and his face was flushed with the pleas- 
ure and triumph of meeting her, after the last half- 
hdur of disappointment. He threw himself enthu- 
siastically from his horse, and, raising his hat, walked 
towards her with out-stretched hand. 

"I'd given you up," he said, panting a little in his 
speech, and beaming all ov^r. 

" I had hardly expected you again," she answered. 

" Oh, don't say that !" he cried. " I have been 
making up my mind the whole week long that I 
ought not to come. I resolved that I wouldn't come. 
I rode out this afternoon, determined not to come; 
bat I am here, because I couldn't help it." 

She turned from him and looked away across the 
heath towards the village. The frosty sunlight 
glinted on the gold bronze of her hair and the rose- 
white of her neck and the flower-like fineness of one 
little ear. He was more than half-inclined to throw 
his arms about her, but he had still wisdom enough 
left to repress that impulse. The attitude of the 
girl was repellent and disdainful; but if he could 
have seen her eyes, they would have told him a dif- 
ferent story. They were as radiant with triumph as 
his own had been a minute or two before, but it was 
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a triumph of another kind. Neither she nor he 
spoke for a full half-minute, and to the young man, 
at least, the pause seemed abnormally and painfully 
long. 

" This," she said at last, when she knew that her , 
face was fully composed, and she could trust herself 
to look at him with no fear of self-betrayal — ** this, 
Mr. Audley, makes it more impossible than ever that 
we should meet again." 

"No," cried the young man, "it doesn't! Tou 
mustn't send me away any more. I can't endure it." 

" How dare you speak so?" she demanded. " What 
have I done to encourage you to speak such words 
tome?" 

"Nothing, dear," he answered, humbly — " nothing. 
But I'm over head and ears in love with you, and I 
can't help it." 

When Miss Marsh reached her lodgings, a little 
later than usual that afternoon, she drew oflE her 
glove and inspected, with a signal satisfaction, a little 
diamond half-hoop ring, of old-fashioned make, which 
had once belonged to Mr. Audley's grandmother. 
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CHAPTER IV 

Mr. Robert Attdley, being in the main an iinnsually 
well-meaning yonng fellow, although (as his history 
up to the present moment plainly enough declares) 
none of the wisest, resolved on a journey, the sole 
purpose of which was to secure a meeting w^ith his 
father, and to inform him of his intentions for the 
future. He was going to marry a village school- 
mistress, whom, after having seen her a full half- 
dozen times, he had decided to consider as the very 
model of all that is good and gracious and admirable 
in womankind. He was perfectly well aware that 
his father would offer a considerable opposition to 
his plans; but, with that easy-going ardor peculiar 
to youth, he had overruled all the old gentleman's 
objections a day or two before he started on his 
journey. 

It is likely enough that you could not have found 
in Great Britain, at that hour, a prouder man than 
Sir William Audley. He was the eleventh baronet 
of that name, and came of a mid -England stock, 
which he conscientiously believed could trace itself 
back, without break or flaw in the pedigree, to the 
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days of the Heptarchy. He was wealthy, and his 
father, who had in his day been a keen politician, 
might easily have secured a seat in the House of 
Lords, had he been so minded. The popular rumor 
ran, indeed, that a peerage had been twice offered 
to the Audleys, and twice refused — once under 
the rule of His Majesty King William IV., and 
once in the reign of Queen Victoria. The old 
gentleman was too proud of the old name to be 
willing to change it, and to his way of thinking, an 
Audley of Audley Manor was as good as anybody. 
If tradition were to be credited, and Sir William 
chose to trust tradition in this respect implicitly, a 
prince of East Anglia, in days which may be fairly 
described as prehistoric, had not disdained to run 
away with a daughter of the house of Audley, and 
to make her the lawful partner of his own splendors. 
The old gentleman had but three houses : one in 
Eccleston Square, Belgravia, which he inhabited 
rarely ; one, a half-ruined old castle in Northumber- 
land, which had fallen to the Audleys from some 
collateral branch of the family, and in these days was 
not inhabited at all; and one, which he made his 
ordinary abiding place, which stood on the heights 
overlooking Warnock Chace. On the morning of 
the day on which we finst have business with him he 
sat alone at breakfast, frowning and muttering over 
a letter which had just reached him from his son. 
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"My dear Fathee," ran the letter, " I have decided 
upon the most important step which it is possible for 
a man of my years to take — I have resolved to get 
married. I am not unaware of your own wishes in 
tliis respect, and if I appear to disregard them, you 
must believe me when I say that I do so from no 
disrespect to you, but at the bidding of my own 
heart, which, after all, must be every man's final 
arbiter in such a case. I will not disguise fronfi you 
for a moment the fact that I expect to encounter 
some opposition from you, but I do most firmly 
believe that when you have seen the lady who has 
honored me by accepting the offer of my hand you 
will be forced to applaud my choice. I think, sir, 
that you will allow that at the age of five-and- 
twenty.a man is competent to judge, without the 
rashness which belongs to youth, of his own best 
interests." [" The young idiot!" said Sir William.] 

"I shall reach you," the writer went on, "within 
an hour or two of this letter. I shall ride over from 
Beacon Hargate to-morrow morning, starting about 
nine o'clock. 

"I am, my dear father, 

" Your affectionate sou, 

" Robert Afdlet." 

It was Sir William's usual habit to read his corre- 
spondence after breakfast, but he was an affectionate 
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father, and not having heard from the boy for a 
fortnight past, had inconsiderately opened this letter 
on his first recognition of the handwriting on the 
envelope. The reading of it had spoiled his break- 
fast, and since he was a man of regular habits, the 
spoilt breakfast meant a spoilt day. It meant also 
that a temper of average gentleness had turned 
sullen, and that he was in a mood to proclaim his 
own opinions with more than common severity. The 
morning was crisp and hard, and Sir William, com- 
fortably muffled, was taking a constitutional on the 
terrace in front of the house, when the sound of a 
horse's feet from the frosty highway reached his 
ears. He turned back into the house, and, being dis- 
embarrassed of his wraps, sat down by the library fire, 
prepared to receive his son in state. He had barely 
made his preparations when the young fellow entered. 
It must be allowed that Mr. Audley's bearing on this 
occasion, at all events at the beginning of the inter- 
view, was admirable. He came as one prepared to 
offer reason and to listen to it. His manner to his 
father was at once deferential and cordial, and it 
was obvious that he expected something of a strug- 
gle, and was yet moderately secure of victory through 
affection. 

" Good-morning, father,^' he began, advancing to 
shake hands. "I see that you have had my let- 
ter." 
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The document in question lay open on the table, 
and the tips of Sir William's left-hand fingers occa- 
sionally touched it as he drummed on the gold-bound 
leather of the table-cover beside it. 

" I have had your letter," said Sir William, " and 
I have read it. You have mistaken your date by six 
months." 

"Mistaken the date, sir?" asked the young man, 
with a half-puzzled look. 

" Mistaken the date, sir," the old man repeated. 
" This is not the first of April." 

" I meant no jest, sir," said his son, standing before 
him with a little compression of the nostrils, and a 
face somewhat paler than common. 

"That's the devil of it," the baronet answered. 
"Sit down." His son obeyed him. "I told yon, a 
year ago, what I hoped for you, and you gave me 
every reason to believe that the lady I wished you 
to marry was the one you would yourself hav^ 
chosen. Now, what's the meaning of this volte- 
facer 

" I believe, sir," the young man answered, " that 
your proposal was meant entirely for my happiness." 

" Tou do me so much credit, sir ?" 

" I do, indeed." 

The old man and the young one, allowing for the 
difference of age, were curiously like each other in 
aspect ; and, no allowance for the difference in age 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



62 A WASTED CBDCE 

being necessary, were nncommonly alike in temper. 
There was a genuine affection between them, and the 
fact that the old man had always accustomed himself 
to be sarcastic and dictatorial, did something to pre- 
vent the interview between the two from developing 
at once into a quarrel. 

" You do, indeed ?" said Sir William. "And now, 
sir, what is the meaning of this change ? Who is the 
new inamorata ?" 

" I wish you could see her, sir," his son began, with 
a lessened air of confidence. "I think you would 
admit that you had never seen a more charming girl, 
or one more fitted to adorn — ^" 

" Who is she ?" Sir William snapped him short, 
and turned round suddenly to face him. 

" She is a Miss Marsh," said Audley — ^ Miss Mary 
Marsh." 

" Well," said the father, " that doesnH say much. 
Where does she come from? Who is she? What 
position does she occupy ?" 

" I am prepared for objections on your side, sir. 
Her position, I must admit at once, is not exactly 
what you would desire ; but I am sure that when you 
know that my happiness is bound up in this matter, 
you will waive that consideration." 

" You're sure of that, are you ?" Sir William made 
an effort to restrain his wrath, but the tapping of his 
left hand on the table and the dilation and contr^o- 
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tion of hi8 fine nostrils revealed his state of mind. 
" Who is this Miss Marsh ? What is she ?" 

"She is a school -mistress, sir," said the young 
fellow, rising desperately to the situation, and know- 
ing that the truth must be spoken sooner or later. 

"She is a school - mistress ?" said Sir William. 
" Very good. And you propose to marry her ?'* 

^I hope to procure your consent to our union, 
sir." 

" You've been an ass from your cradle, Bob," said 
Sir William ; " and you will be an ass until you fall 
into your grave." 

"That may be so, sir," his son answered. "But 
when you have seen the lady — " 

"Which I shall take very good care not to do," his 
father interjected. 

" I shall ask you to do me that justice, sir," the 
young fellow insisted. 

" I shall decline to take any notice whatever of 
this monstrous folly !" cried the baronet, rising, and 
beating angrily on the table with his hand. "You 
understand that clearly ? I am not a fool, and I shall 
make no attempt to force your inclination. If the 
match I thought I had arranged for you is distaste- 
ful, I shall not attempt to insist upon it. But I warn 
you, sir — " he was close on an explosion, but he re- 
strained himself, with a mighty effort, and took to 
pacing up and down the room. "Now, look here. 
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Bob," he began again, when he had schooled him- 
self to comparative quiet, " you're a fool ! and you 
always will be 1 That's been understood between us 
this many a day." 

"I believe so, sir," said young Audley, rather 
gloomily. " I've been assured," he added, with a 
sudden spurt of laughter, " that I possessed all the 
family characteristics." 

Sir William accepted this counter-thrust with no 
sign of increased irritation. 

" You're not an ill-natured fool," he went on, " or 
a wicked fool. You don't want to quarrel with me, 
I am sure; and I don't want to quarrel with you. 
I've nobody but you and your brother in the world 
to care for, and you don't want to break your father's 
heart by any egregious folly of this sort." 

"My dear father!" cried Audley, a good deal moved 
by the appeal these words conveyed, "if you will 
only consent to see the lady — " 

" I won't consent to see the lady !" said Sir William, 
flashing out again, and once more beating an open 
palm noisily on the table. " You have no right to 
address me on such a matter. You have no right to 
liarbor such a thought." 

"I beg your pardon, sir," the young man re- 
sponded. "But I take leave to think that I am of an 
age when a man can judge of his own chances of 
happiness, and when, indeed, he is the only judge. I 
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need not remind you, sir," he added, with a manner 
a little more pompous that he fancied it — " I need not 
remind you, sir, that the wife takes the husband's 
rank." 

" So she may," Sir William answered ; "but I will 
see her damned before she takes what should have 
been the husband's fortune. Now, look here, Bob, 
you .ought to know me by this time. I've been a 
good father, a reasonable father; a little bit too indul- 
gent, perhaps; but you know my way. I don't break 
my word, and I tell you that if you choose to take 
a ragged robin from the hedge you shall find your 
own cage for her, and your own gilding for the 
wires." 

" Very well, sir," his son answered, rising with a 
white face, and breathing hard. " That shall be as 
you decide it. Ton ought to know me, father, by this 
time. That's about the last threat that could have 
any influence with me." 

Sir William walked up and down the room for two 
or three minutes, throttling his rage. 

"We shall do no good," he said, after a lengthy 
pause, " by quarrelling with each other. Let's reason 
this matter out." 

" With all my heart, sir." 

" You propose to marry a school-mistress. Very 
well. Now, Bob, I put yon on your honor. I expect 
you to answer every question I shall put to you fairly 

5 
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and sqaarelj, and like a gentleman. Have I your 
promise to do that ?" 

" You have my promise, sir." 

" How long have you known this lady ? Come, 
now, don't hesitate." 

" There are people, sir," began young Audley, ** in 
whose minds an affection may be both rapid in its 
growth and deeply rooted." 

"I dare say there are; but that's no answer to my 
question. How long have you known this lady?" 

" I met her first six weeks ago." 

" Come, Bob," said the father, with a wry smile 
which he strove in vain to force into a look of 
geniality, " you've known me five-and-twenty years. 
You don't mean to tell me that you're going to throw 
your father over for a six weeks' acquaintance? You 
can't mean that ?" 

The young man was silent and hung his head. He 
foresaw certain inevitable questions, and though he 
had made up his mind to tell the truth, he had little 
taste for the prospect before him. 

"You've known her six weeks," said the father. 
" Where did you meet her ?" 

" I met her at Hoggett's Green." 

" Hoggett's Green ? Where is it ? I never heard 
of the place." His son enlightened him as to the 
geographical position, and the old gentleman winced 
suddenly. " I remember," he said, under his breath — 
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" I remember. Beastly hole of a place. A mining 
village, isn't it r 

" Something of that sort, sir." 

"And your lady-love has been brought up there?" 

"She has spent a considerable part of her life there 
-yes." 

" And what is the position of her parents ?" 

" She has no parents." 

" You have gleams of sanity," said Sir William, 
bitterly. " She has relatives, I presume ?" 

" She has one relative, and, so far as she knows, one 
only — a brother." 

" And what is his regiment?" 

" He is in trade, sir," the young man answered. 

"Where?" 

"At Hoggett's Green." 

" And what business does he follow ?" 

" I am sure, sir," said young Audley, " that if you 
would only see the lady — " 

" I've told you already," said his father, " that I 
won't see the lady. What business does her brother 
follow?" 

This was a bitter pill, but it had to be swallowed, 
and Robert made no further wry faces about it. 

"He is a green -grocer, sir," he answered, des- 
perately. He would rather have led any number of 
forlorn-hopes than have had to make an answer to 
that dreadful question. 
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"This 18 admirable!" cried the enraged Sir Will- 
iam. "This is magnificent! Convey my compli- 
ments to Mr. — what did you say his infernal name 
was ?— " 

"Marsh." 

" And ask him over for what's left of the shoot- 
ing." 

"I am not speaking of the brother, sir!" cried 
Eobert. "He is a rough, uncultured fellow; but 
his sister is fitted to adorn any position in the 
world." 

" Very well, sir," said the old man, in a tone of 
savage resignation. " Let her adorn such a position 
as you can give her. I needn't remind you, Bob, that 
your grandfather, jvith my consent, cut off the entail, 
and that I have the power to leave you without a 
penny." 

" I hope you won't do that, sir," his son returned. 
" I won't pretend I don't care about the money, but 
I care a great deal more for your affection and esteem, 
father; and I hope, for both our sakes, that we sha'n't 
quarrel." 

" By Heaven !" cried the old man, flaming out in 
wrath again, " I'll apply for a commission de luna- 
tico inquirendo. Hang it all, man, you must be mad ! 
You a/re mad I I'll — I'll — I'll talk no more about it ! 
Stay where you are, sir! When I can bring myself to 
face you again with a pretence of patience, I'll do it. 
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But if I stay here any longer to listen to this prepos- 
terous proposal, I shall forget myself — I shall do you 
a pei'sonal violence. Stay there, you — you" — he 
dragged his gray hair with both hands in the passion 
of his exasperation — " you quintessential idiot I" he 
cried at last, and went away, banging the door behind 
him. 

All this was anything but comforting to the young 
man's hopes; but he was not so infatuated that he 
found it impossible to make allowances for his 
father. 

The young fellow was suflSciently in love with Miss 
Marsh to believe that nobody could possibly know 
her without sharing his own opinion of her. He 
devised a hundred useless and romantic plans for 
bringing her and his father together. At the expira- 
tion of every five minutes or so he looked at his 
watch, and was surprised every time to find that half 
an hour had not gone by. Half an hour did go by 
at last, crawling like half a dreary day, but Sir Will- 
iam did not return. Another half -hour went by, 
the minutes lagging more and more ; and at last, when 
the young man's patience was on the edge of ex- 
haustion, a step sounded in the corridor, and Sir 
William came back again. The young man looked 
up at him, and found nothing reassuring in the ex- 
pression of his face. 

"I'm not going to quarrel with you, Bob," said 
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Sir William, speaking as it seemed more in sorrow 
than in anger. ''Bat I want you definitely to un- 
derstand that unless this mad scheme of yoars is 
abandoned for good and all, I will never, so long as I 
live, exchange a word with you.'' 

"That sounds very like a quarrel, sir," Eobert 
answered. 

"No," said Sir William, "it is not a quarrel, and I 
won't make it one. But I can't know the man who 
puts such a shameful insult upon me, and who pro- 
poses, in such a fashion, to disgrace the house whose 
honor and reputation it is my duty to guard. We'll 
have no more words about it. Bob. Yon shall do 
exactly as you please. You can choose between this 
girl and your father, and you can choose between 
wealth and poverty. If the girl is worth the sacri- 
fice you will be called upon to make for her, she 
must be a very unusual young woman. If you are 
going to be happy with her, under the conditions 
which lie before you, you must be a very exceptional 
young man. I take it, on the whole, Bob, that you 
are rather a commonplace young fellow. I know 
that if you disobey my wishes in this matter you 
will be profoundly miserable. And now I've said 
^y say. If you can make up your mind to write to 
^e and tell me that you have cleared your mind of 
this absurdity, we can meet like father and son again, 
l^'ntil then I wish you good-bye. In the mean time 



^ 
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I shall be obliged if yon will make yonr visit here 
as brief as possible." 

" Father !" cried Robert. 

Bat the old man waved a mournful, dignified hand 
against him, and left the room. 

This looked decisive enough, and young Audley's 
heart sank into his boots at the prospect before him. 
He was not greedy about money, and he had an in- 
come of some three hundred a year, which had 
descended to him from his mother. He knew too 
little about poverty to be very much afraid of it. 
There, as in other matters, it is the burnt child that 
dreads the fire. A young man who has been bred 
in the lap of luxury, and has never in the whole 
course of his life wanted for anything, cannot guess 
at the miseries entailed by the bare need of money. 
And Robert thought that love in a cottage, with 
such a partner as he had found, would be as delightful 
and enduring as if it had its abode in the most 
splendid mansion. The thing that hurt him was the 
thought of separating from his father; but even that, 
upon refiection, grew to seem problematical, to say 
the least of it. Sir William had often shown him a 
certain fatherly sternness of demeanor, and had often 
helped him to the rough side of his tongue. But, in 
spite of all that, there had been a sincere affection 
between them, and it hardly seemed likely that they 
would be parted for good and all by the step he pro- 
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posed to take. In any case, he was bound in honor 
to his sweetheart. The match was sudden, beyond 
question ; but he was as persuaded that he had chosen 
rightly as any lover of five-and-twenty would have 
been under the same conditions. He wrote a note to 
his father, and he rode away, sad but not altogether 
downcast 

"My deae Father," his letter ran, "you are the last 
man in the world to insist upon my breaking an en- 
gagement in which my honor is involved. I have 
pledged my word to Miss Marsh, and I shall keep it. 
I hope, for all our sakes, that you will finally consent 
to receive her. If you do, I am certain that your 
prejudioo will give way. I know how reasonable it 
seems to you, but I know also that an hour's inter- 
view with Miss Marsh will persuade you that the 
choice on which I have irrevocably fixed is a fort- 
unate one for me. We shall be friends again in time, 
and even if we are not, I shall never have anything 
but honor and affection for my father." 

Sir William put this note carefully away in his 
pocket-book, after resisting a momentary impulse to 
throw it in the fire. His heart gave him a chill 
warning. He felt that he and his son were severed. 

Young Audley, riding on his way to shame and 
sorrow, felt his heart uplifted by his own magna- 
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nimity and his own tender resolves, it^'othing should 
come between him and his bride-elect, and it made 
her all the dearer in his fancy that he was called 
upon to make a sacrifice for her. As for his father, let 
come what might from him, he was resolved that on 
his side, at least, there should be no bitterness. Mary 
loved him — he had that assurance from her own sweet 
lips, and surely that was enough to counterbalance all 
things. A man should leave his father and mother 
and cleave unto his wife. And Sir William would 
turn round in time — ^there was no fear on that side. 
There would be something to bear in the mean time, 
but the future looked all rosy and comfortable, and 
the old man's declining days might yet be cheered by 
the affectionate offices of son and daughter, and 
maybe by the prattle of grandchildren about his 



From Warnock Ohace to Eook's End is a matter 
of some five-and-twenty miles, and it was dark when 
Eobert pulled up at the little hostel at which he had 
fought a few weeks before with his. brother-in-law 
who was to be. The brother-in-law was certainly 
a blot upon the fairness of the contract, but it was 
not beyond the skill of man practically to erase him 
from it. Perhaps a few judicious hundreds might 
induce him to emigrate, but, more probably still, his 
own sulky pride would keep him from being trouble- 
some at any time. 
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Miss Marshliad her own neat and cosey little sitting- 
room in the cottage at which she had taken lodgings, 
and Eobert by this time had more than once paid 
her a visit there. He found her now demnrely seated 
over a pile of exercises in grammar, history, and 
arithmetic, for the informal Christmas examination 
was growing to be near at hand. She was herself 
sole arbitress of the awards distributed, and she was 
entering, in a little book beside her, the varying 
marks which expressed her appreciation of her 
pupils' merits, when her lover came in, flushed with 
his long ride and radiant at the mere sight of her. 

" My darling," he began, leaning across the table, 
and taking both her hands in his, '^I have been home 
to-day, and I have seen my father." His face fell to 
seriousness as he spoke, and Miss Marsh looked at 
him with a fixed, unfathomable gaze. It was not 
easy at any moment to tell what this young woman 
was thinking of, but there was almost always a deep 
question in her eyes. ^^He is dead against the 
match," Robert went on. " I expected that, and so 
I am not disappointed. He had made other arrange- 
ments for me in his own mind, and he had looked for 
me to marry money." 

This was not quite ingenuous, for the young man 
knew his father well enough to be sure that all the 
money in the world would not have weaned him from 
his family pride. 
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"You must not disobey your father, Robert," said 
the girl, with that unwavering, questioning regard of 
hers still fixed full upon him. 

" My dearest girl," said Robert, " marriage is the 
one thing in the world in which people must choose 
for themselves. A marriage without love is the 
most shameful and horrible of all immoralities. 
When my father knows that you and I are bound 
together beyond any chance of separation he will 
come round." 

" There's no need to vex him, Robert," the girl 
answered. " We can wait." 

"My darling, that is just what I have made up my 
mind not to do. We won't wait. I know, as surely 
as the sun will shine to-morrow, that my father is not 
the man to nurse a life-long enmity against me be- 
cause I married the girl I love. There's really noth- 
ing to wait for, and I can't bear to see you soiling 
your pretty fingers and racking your lovely little 
head over this beastly drudgery. Tou close the 
school this week, and you will never go back to it." 

"But, Robert," she asked him, "how can you 
dream of marriage while you've quarrelled with your 
father?" 

"Oh, the money?" he answered, merrily. "That's 
thoughtful of you, darling. I'm an extravagant beg- 
gar, and it will do me good to have a clever little 
economist like you beside me. There's no need to 
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bother about money for a long while. I've got my 
poor dear mother's fortune. It was nine thousand 
pounds when she left it— -it's a trifle over that now — 
say ten." 

Her eyes drooped — were raised — and drooped 
again. 

" Do you think your father will ever forgive me 
for stealing you away from him ?" 

"My dear!" cried Kobert, "he will love you like a 
daughter." 

There was no more resistance, and no more think- 
ing of delay; but Miss Marsh saw so many excellent 
reasons why Sir William should not just then be 
further irritated by the news of their marriage, that it 
was decided that the ceremony should be performed 
in the strictest privacy. 

All the bitter mischief that ensued traced itself 
back to that resolve. 
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Sib William had a very poor time of it for a week 
or two after his son's last visit, and an unexpected 
interview with Mr. Joseph Marsh, of Hoggett's 
Green, left him no better oflE. Joe had walked some- 
thing like half a score of miles and had filled in the 
rest of the distance by train. He had given up the 
whole day to his enterprise, and was not disposed 
to be easily robbed of the fruits of his endeavors. 
The flunky at the door was undeniably insolent, and 
questioned the visitor with more asperity than the 
occasion called for. 

"This is Sir William H'Audley's, ain't it?" Joe 
demanded. " Very well, then. I'm 'ere to see Sir 
William H'Audley; an' I don't want none o' your 
chjBek, young man. Yo' tek my message to your 
gaffer, an' tell him as I'm agoin' to see him, if I wait'n' 
here a fortnit." 

" You don't suppose," returned the footman, " that 
Sir William's at the beck-and-call of a feller like you, 
do you ?" 

" I've got noos for Sir William H'Audley," Joe 
responded, "as Sir William H'Audley's got to listen 
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to. Yo' tek that in to him, and tell him as the man 
as browt it means to see him." He handed to the 
footman a dirty and crnmpled bill-head : 

" Hoggett's Green, 18ft-. 

"Debtor to Joseph Marsh, Green-grocer, Fruiterer, 
and Potato Salesman, Town and Country Orders 
punctually attended to. Families supplied with fresh 
vegetables daily, according to season." 

The footman read over this document with a lip of 
imperial disdain, and Joe surveyed the footman no 
less scornfully. 

" Tek that in without any more adoo," he said, " or 
I'll wring your ugly neck for you." 

He looked big enough, and strong enough, and 
sulky enough to do it, and the footman thought it 
politic to do his bidding, though he went his way to 
it with an elaborate sneer. Joe was attired in his 
best — a pair of well-greased high-lows, trousers of new 
corduroy, which whistled as he walked, a rabbit-skin 
waistcoat, a cap of the same material, a brown vel- 
veteen coat, and a voluminous red woollen comforter. 
He was moderately clean-shaven, and his hair was oiled 
with such luxuriance that it bedewed his cheeks and 
forehead. Thus equipped he was ready to face an 
emperor, and in his sullen soul he felt himself, man 
for man, to be a great deal more than a match for 
anybody. The day was cold, and there was snow upon- 
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the ground. Joe beguiled the time of waiting by 
kicking his hobnailed toes against the step which led 
into the hall, and seeing that he was observed by one 
or two of the servants of the house, he showed his 
ease and independence by a copious expectoration. 
The man who had carried in the bill-head came back, 
after a delay of a minute or two, with a message to 
the effect that Sir William would see him. 

" If ever jflt coom in 'ere again," said Joe, " yo'U 
know better than keep me outside a-listenin' to your 
foolish cackle." 

"Cam this wy," said the footman, and Joe fol- 
lowed, bilious with disdain at the barbarism of the 
accent. 

He was shown into the library and told to wait 
there, but the footman had scarcely left him when 
Sir William entered. 

" You are Joseph Marsh ?" said the baronet, sur- 
veying him from head to foot. 

" That's my naam," said Joe, who was even surlier 
than common in defence of his own dignity. There 
was nothing in the world he hated like a gentleman ; 
and it is curious, but true, that his hatred was tinctured 
by a genuine despitCc There was no creature, to Joe 
Marsh's mind, so altogether despicable as a man who 
did nothing for his living, by which, of course, Joe 
meant a man who did nothing with his hands. The 
baronet, on the other side, with his old-fashioned dig- 
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nity and his rather swollen sense of personal impor- 
tance, hardly counted Joe Marsh to be of the same 
flesh and blood with him. To the statement that all 
men were brethren he gave an adherence which was 
purely theoretical. He was very far, indeed, from 
being a harsh, unkindly, or ungenerous man, but the 
class feeling dominated him more strongly than he 
ever took the pains to realize. It would have been hard 
at any time to find two men who, in all essentials, 
were further apart from each other than the pair who 
stood face to face in the library of Audley Manor. 

"What is your business with me?" Sir William 
asked. 

*' That's easy told," said Joe. 

The baronet sat down, and the visitor followed his 
example without waiting for an invitation. He was 
not in the least aware that he was guilty of an im- 
pertinence in doing this. Had he been aware, he 
would have probably done it somewhat earlier. 

Sir William looked at him through the gold-rimmed 
double eye-glass perched on the brink of his fine nose. 
This was the man, or so it seemed, of whom an 
Aiidley of Audley Manor had proposed to make a 
brother-in-law. In the midst of the baronet's im- 
measurable wrath and scorn at that reflection there 
was a sense of an incongruity so pronounced that he 
could scarcely forbear from laughter. The maddest 
madman the world had ever held could have con- 
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ceived no idea more afflicting, more grotesque, more 
langhable. 

^' That is soon told," said Joe Marsh. 

« Well," said Sir William, « tell it." 

"I h'onderstand," said Joe, leaning heavily for- 
ward and making a wisp of his rabbit-skin cap in 
both strong hands, while his elbows rested on his 
corduroy knees, ^' I h'nnderstand as yoVe got a son 
o' the name o' Robert. Is that so, or ain't it ?" 

"That is so," Sir William responded, with stem 
brevity. 

" Do yo' know," Joe queried, growling, " what he's 
been h'up to this five or six weeks last past ?" 

" Say what you have to say," returned Sir William. 

" I've got a sister," said Joe, looking at the baronet 
as if he were making up his mind in what spot to 
bite him. " Her's a young woman between nineteen 
and twenty. Her's pretty in a kind of a sort of a 
way, and her's got a sort o' cleverness. Her's been 
bred up as dacent as any young woman's got a right 
to be, but her's filled her silly young noodle wi' all 
sorts o' fewlery and book-learnin', an' her's got a no- 
tion — her's always had the notion — of makin' a lady 
of herself." 

"Well, well," interrupted Sir William, "what is 
all this to me?" 

He thought he knew perfectly well what was com- 
ing, but it was no part of his business to say so. 

6 
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"It's got a lot to do with thee," answered Joe. 
"Thee listen to what I've got to say. It '11 be thy 
turn to talk by-and-by." 

Sir William looked at him with a wordless indig- 
nation. He had not encountered a man of this type 
till now. 

" That son o' thine,'* pursued Joe, " has been a-few- 
lin' after my sister for nigh on two months, and now 
they'n run away together. Now, I'm not agoin' to 
mak' aiiy disguise o' what my meanin' is, but I want 
that young man's address." 

"I don't know it," Sir William answered, curtly. 

" To'm as big a liar as thy son is. Sir William," 
said the injured brother. " But mind ye, I'm agoin' 
to find out the truth before I quit this house." 

Sir William rose and rang the bell. A servant 
answered almost immediately. 

" Turn this fellow out," said the baronet. 

" It '11 take one or two on 'em to do that," Mr. 
Marsh retorted, putting on the rabbit-skin cap and 
spitting into his horny palms by way of preparation 
for a struggle. 

" You hear . my orders ?" cried Sir William to the 
servant, who lingered open-mouthed. "Bring the 
men from the stables. Turn this fellow out, and see 
him beyond the gates." 

" Mind and bring enough on 'em," said the bull-dog. 
"An' mind me, Mr. Baronet H'Audley ! Tour son's 
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disgraced my sister. Her's the first of her family as 
ever I heeard on as went wrong, an' it's your lad as 
'as led her into it, wi' his fine tongue and his fini- 
kin speech, an' his eye-glass — damn him! I shall 
come across him, soon or late, an' I shall come across 
thee again, or else I'm mistaken, an' I'll make one on 
ye pay for what's been done." 

After all, this was human ; and if his son had in- 
flicted such wrong on anybody, as was here charged 
against him. Sir William was not the man to make 
injustice yet more cruel. He was honorable to his 
finger-tips, and had never in his life been guilty of a 
meanness. 

"If you had told me this at once," he said, " instead 
of wasting your own time and mine in foolish and in- 
solent threats, I would have listened to you. What 
proof have you that my son has betrayed your 
sister?" 

"Ivery proof i' the world," the man answered, 
noisily, striking his clinched right hand in the palm 
of his left. " I've found out as they've been ameetin' 
time and time again on the 'eath. I found as he's 
been at her lodgin's half a score o' times. And 
now he's gone, and lier's gone, and that's proof enough 
for me." 

A posse of men, half a dozen in number, came 
hurrying along the hall. Sir William walked to the 
door and stayed their further progress by a wave of 
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the hand. " Wait outside there," he said, " yon may 
be wanted." He closed the door behind him, and 
turned anew to face the unwelcome visitor. "I am 
willing enough," he said, "to believe that my son 
has acted like a fool ; but I will not believe that he 
has acted like a scoundrel. He came here a fort- 
night ago to tell me that he had made up his mind to 
marry a young person who was a school-mistress at 
Book's End." 

" Made up his mind to marry her ?" the man ques- 
tioned, in a wondering voice. 

" He said so," the baronet answered. " I told him 
that he might do as he pleased; but I told him, also, 
that if he carried out his intention, I should not speak 
to him again, or leave him one penny at my death. 
Since then I have not heard from him, and I have no 
idea of his present whereabouts." 

It was not an agreeable thing for a gentleman of 
Sir William's turn of mind to discuss a question of 
this sort with a man like Joe Marsh, but he felt that 
the position demanded an explanation, and he believed 
that he consulted his own dignity best by disregard- 
ing it for the moment. 

" That's a fineish sort of a tale, in its way," said 
Marsh, tilting his rabbit-skin cap to scratch his head, 
and looking doubtfully at his informant. "It ain't 
the lay of a sucking baronet, as ever I've heeard on, 
to marry a school-mistress, an' I don't believe he's 
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done it I want his address, gaffer, I want to stand 
up to him, inon to mon, and faace to faace, and hear 
what he's got to say about it. Until I've done that, 
I sha'n't cease to trouble. And, look 'ere, Old Flick, 
if there's shaara in this affair, it's yourn as well as 
ourn. I'll make it known the wull country-side over, 
an' if ever I meet thy lad again — an' I shall, mind 
you — I shall try my best to give him some'at to re- 
member me by." 

" Any violence you may use," answered Sir Will- 
iam, " will, of course, recoil upon your own head. I do 
not believe that my son has acted like a scoundrel ; 
but if he has, I'm not disposed to shield him. You 
can write, I suppose ?" he asked, suddenly. 

" Write ?" said the man. " I'm no great shakes at 
it, but I can write after a fashion." 

" I can give you an address," said Sir William, 
" which is certain to find him." He sat at the table 
and addressed an envelope to the care of Robert's 
bankers. " Any letter you may send to that address 
will reach my son. Further than that, I cannot help 
you." 

Joe took up the envelope from the table, spelled 
out the inscription with difficulty, and put it in his 
pocket. 

"That'll do to go on with," he observed. "But, 
mind this! I shall v/rite to-night; but if nothing 
comes of it within a week, I shall be here again." 
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"I Bhonld advise jou very strongly," retorted Sir 
William, " not to come here again. You know all 
that I can tell yon, and I have no farther interest in 
the matter." 

"We'll see about that," said Marsh, grimly. " That 
ain't a thing as can be settled in a minate. If I don't 
get what I want by means o' this," tapping at the 
outside of the pocket in which the envelope lay, "I 
shall be back again, whether it's agreeable to thee 
or no." 

For sole answer the baronet rang the bell. The 
servant who had originally responded to his sum- 
mons appeared again. 

" Show this man out, and take care that he is not 
again admitted, under any pretext whatsoever." 

" Yes, Sir William," said the man, but he looked 
with some uncertainty at Joe's huge figure, and from 
it to the knot of servants gathered in the hall. 

Joe's glance followed his, and the futility of resist- 
ance was evident. He stuck his hands in his pock- 
ets, and lounged out with an air of swaggering defi- 
ance. 

Sir William was overwhelmed with wrath and an- 
guish, and for an hour or two found it impossible to 
think clearly or consecutively of anything. He could 
hardly decide, in his own mind, whether it were bet- 
ter that his visitor's suspicions or his own should 
be confirmed. He had not been a very straitlaced 
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man in Lis yontb; bat as be bad grown older his code 
of morals bad grown sterner, and be was no longer 
able to look on the peccadilloes of any modem young 
man with the generosity with wbicb be bad regarded 
bis own forty years ago. He could not tell whether 
be thought it more terrible that bis son should have 
fallen into the shame of a mesaUia/nce^ or the slur of 
an illicit association. He was forced to believe that 
either the one mischief or the other bad befallen him, 
and each alike was dreadful and unendurable. When 
be was calm enough merely to bold a pen, and long 
before be was sufficiently self-restrained to write a 
coberent letter, be sat down and wrote to Robert in 
terms of headlong anger. 

" I have a right to know," so one portion of bis 
letter ran, " whether I am addressing a villain or an 
unutterable fool." 

To this tbe younger Audley replied, briefly and to 
the point : 

" SiE, — I was married by special license on tbe Tues- 
day of last week. I am sorry that you have seen my 
wife's brother, for he is certain to have given you a 
complete misapprehension of my wife's character and 
manner. She is, in all essentials, a lady, and I am 
not even yet without hope that you may learn to es- 
teem her at her real worth. In tbe mean time, I will 
only assure you that except for the fact that my mar- 
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riage has led to a temporai'j estrangement between 
yourself and me, I have no reason to regret the step 
I have taken." 

In answer to this the irate old man wrote that he 
had said good-bje to his eldest son forever, and that 
nothing would induce him to alter the determination 
at which he had arrived. 

This final epistle closed negotiations for the time, 
and Robert Audley took his wife on the Continent 
and showed her the gayeties of Paris, the beauties of 
Florence and Venice, and the romantic ruins of old 
Home. They travelled as far east as Constantinople, 
and came back by way of the Black Sea and the 
Danube to Vienna. There they stayed for a little 
while, and then made their way to England. The 
young man, for the time being, had money in plenty, 
and could, indeed, see a clear way ahead for four or 
five years to come. Mrs. Audley was well received 
everywhere, and, on the whole, may be said to have 
made even a strikingly favorable impression. The 
lingering rusticity of her manner died away almost 
completely in the first two or three months of mar- 
ried life. She met women of her husband's rank, and 
being a born mimic, caught the fashion of their speech, 
their phrases, and their manners, with great dexterity 
and readiness. By the time at which they were back 
at London, within four or five months of their run- 
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away wedding, it wonld have taken a keen observer 
to assare himself that Mrs. Andley was not bom in 
anything like the position she now occapied. Her 
hnsband thought nothing too good for her, and be- 
lieved that no worahip he could bring her was qaite 
worthy of her perfections. 

They were stopping at a qniet, old-fashioned West 
End hotel, and were sitting at breakfast together one 
morning. They had divided the Times between them, 
and Andley was deep in the Parliamentary debates, 
while his wife trifled with the foreign and domestic 
intelligence, now nibbling at a paragraph, and now 
at a muffin. Suddenly she looked up, with a little 
cry: 

" Eobert, here's news of your father !" 

" Oh !" said Robert, looking up from his share of 
the newspaper. " What is it ?" 

For sole answer she arose, and walking round the 
table, laid in his hands her portion of the journal, 
pointing out a paragraph with one finger. He 
read : 

" The injuries received by Sir William Audley in 
the carriage accident of Saturday last are graver than 
at first supposed. Sir John Lepell was called in yes- 
terday by the local practitioners, and regards the case 
as being serious." 

"Great Heaven!" cried Robert, looking up, greatly 
disturbed. " To think that this should have happened. 
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and that I should have known nothing of it !" For 
the first time his conscience seemed to strike him, and 
he felt as if in marrying against the old man's will 
he had committed some very dreadful crime. Apart 
from the feud between his father and himself, there 
had been nothing in his marriage to cause him a mo- 
ment's regret or trouble. He was absurdly proud of 
his young wife, and fancied her the prettiest, the 
cleverest, and the best of women. But now, to 
think that his father might die before a reconcilia- 
tion could be effected between them, seemed down- 
right horrible. 

" I must go and see Lepell at once," he said. " He 
has a house in Harley Street. I know him slightly, 
and I must find out what condition the poor dear 
old governor is in." 

" Go, by all means, dear," said his wife. " Don't 
be downhearted. Perhaps this accident may be the 
means of bringing you together again." 

Audley scarcely heard this, but hurried away from 
his half-finished meal at once, dressed, hailed a han- 
som, and drove at full speed to Harley Street. The 
eminent physician had not yet begun to receive his 
ordinary roll of patients, and the inquirer was almost 
at once admitted to his presence. Sir John was a 
bluff, hearty man of middle age, clean-shaven, of a 
ruddy complexion, and at this hour evidently fresh 
from a cold morning tub. 
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"Sir William Audley ?" he said, in answer to Rob- 
ert's inquiry. " The case is certainly grave. What 
I fear is that some injury has been done to the spinal 
cord. There is nothing decisive enough to enable me 
to offer a definite opinion about the chances of his 
recovery, but his condition is certainly serious. I go 
down again to-morrow, and after a second visit I may 
be able to speak with more confidence." 

" Is he conscious ?" Audley asked. 

"Yes," said the eminent practitioner, with a note of 
hesitation in his voice. " Conscious, but not in abso- 
lute possession of his faculties. He recognized me 
when I went first into his room, but he had lost all 
memory of me before I left him." 

Robert drew from Lepell the particulars of the ac- 
cident. Sir William, it appeared, had, in spite of the 
groom's remonstrance, insisted on driving a pair of 
newly-purchased horses. He had been incensed by 
opposition, as he always was, and had further insisted 
upon going out alone. The vehicle in which he 
drove had been found overturned by the road-side an 
hour later, and the baronet's unconscious form was 
discovered some eighty yards behind. The horses, 
trailing a broken pole and broken harness, came to a 
stand-stilLof their own accord in a village five miles 
from the scene of the disaster. The baronet had been 
carried to his house at Warnock Chace, suffering 
from a fracture of several ribs, and, as it was at first 
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believed, from concnssion of the brain. This latter 
symptom had now resolved itself into a form of spi- 
nal injary, from which the resnlt immediately to be 
dreaded was paralysis. 

" Do you think," asked Audley, " that it would be 
dangerous for him if I were to see him?" 

"Excuse me, Mr. Audley," said the physician, "but 
am I right in believing that you are not on good 
terms with Sir William just at present ?" 

"That is unfortunately so," the young man an- 
swered. "I married without his consent, and we 
parted in anger." 

"In that case,'' Sir John Lepell answered, "you 
had better wait a little. He must not be subjected 
at present to the risk of any emotion or shock. Give 
me your address, and I will wire to you to-morrow 
from Wamock Chace and tell you if it will be safe 
to seek an interview." 

Audley drove home downhearted, and more than 
half inclined to be repentant. He had been very 
happy ; he was entirely satisfied with the life-bargain 
he had made, and yet, perhaps, he had been in too 
much of a hurry to secure his own contentment, and 
had valued too lightly his father's happiness. He 
could not find it in his heart easily to blame himself, 
yet he could not altogether avoid his own haunting, 
self-reproachful thoughts. 

" Ton are not sorry we married, Robert ?" his wife 
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asked him, when he bad told her the result of his 
inquii7: 

" I shall never be sorry for that, my dear," be an- 
swered, rather gloomily. " I am sorry I hurt the old 
man's mind, of course, and especially now, when I 
may never see him alive again. But that's a very 
different thing from being sorry for having mar- 
ried." 

" Suppose he should die," she said, " without your 
having been reconciled — it might make a great 
deal of difference to you. In a monetary sense, I 
mean." 

" He has the power to leave me without a penny," 
Audley answered. " My mother's fortune won't last 
forever. But I don't want to think about that just 
now. That isn't the question in my mind at all." 

Mrs. Audley curled herself in an arm-chair, lifting 
one knee in both clasped hands, and crouching over 
it, with her wide, unreadable eyes looking out of 
window. She was dressed in some kind of white 
morning wrapper of delicate texture, and her hus- 
band, glancing at her as she sat, thought she had never 
looked more beautiful. 

" If the poor old governor could only see her," he 
said to himself, " I am sure there'd bene anger in his 
mind against me for having married her." 

" Bob," said his wife, " come here !" 

He obeyed her, and took the stool at her feet, 
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which she indicated bj a little wave of a white and 
jewelled hand. 

■ " You have always been telling me that if your 
father could see me, he would be less angry than he 
has been. You think so still ?" 

"My darling," he said, surprised that she should 
have struck his very thought, " that is what I was 
thinking at the moment when you spoke to me." 

"Then," she answered, with a strange smile, "this 
is the time at which he ought to see me." 

"No, no," cried Audley, "Lepell declares that he 
must run no risk of an emotional shock at present." 

"Am I so very shocking?^' she asked him, smiling 
still. " I am an excellent nurse, Eobert. I've had 
a good deal of practice. You remember, I told you 
I left the school for twelve months and spent the 
whole time in a hospital. I thought I should like 
the work better, but experience, changed my mind." 

" What do you mean ?" he demanded. 

" I mean exactly what you fancy," she returned. 
" This is a grave crisis in your career, Robert. It all 
depends upon your father's will, whether you are rich 
for life, or poor for life. I shall go down and nurse 
him. He will never be allowed to guess who I am, 
but I shall make myself necessary to him. I shall 
make him like me, and when he is able to be told, he 
must learn the truth. I shall be far better than a 
hired nurse." 
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Audley sat and thought about this for perhaps five 
mioutes. He was always willing to be persuaded bj 
his wife, and the idea looked feasible enough. There 
was a touch of something romantic in it, and he was 
young enough and perhaps unwise enough to be in- 
fluenced by this reflection. 

" I don't see how you can get into the house/' he 
said at last. 

"That should be easy enough," she answered. 
" Suppose you give Sir John the benefit of your con- 
fidence. Suppose he sent me down. Surely he could 
have no objection to that ?" 

Audley shook his head, disliking the idea. 

" No," he said, lingeringly. " Lepell might think 
we were taking advantage of the old man's condition." 

" And so we should be," his wife answered, coolly, 
"but no unfair advantage, I am sure. Leave it to 
me, dear. I will arrange it all. You may have to 
do without me for a little while, but you can manage 
that." 

They sat in quiet for another minute or two, and 
suddenly she arose, with a look of alertness and res- 
olution, and laid her hand upon his shoulder. 

" You won't mind letting me have a little money, 
Robert, if I should want it?" 

"Certainly not, dear. How much shall you re- 
quired 

" That,'' she said, smiling upon him, " is more than 
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I can say at present. Yon shall know this afternoon. 
I am going to leave you at home for the time being, 
but I shall be back to luncheon." 

" You have some plan in your mind," said Andley. 

" Yes," she answered, " I have a plan ; very simple, 
and I think eflScient. I shall be by your father's 
bedside to-morrow." 
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CHAPTER VI 

It was a fresh, bright day in early summer. The 
golden gorse was everywhere in bloom about War- 
nock Chace ; a fresh wind was blowing, and squad- 
rons of fleecy clouds sailed under its impetus across 
the sky, so that the landscape was smiling in a score 
of places and frowning in a score of places at the 
same instant of time, though smile and frown were 
alike as transitory as the expression on the face of a 
child. The deep purple of the cloud-cast shadows ac- 
centuated the sunlit glare of the gorse ; and the patches 
of golden light made the shadows deeper and more 
marked by contrast. All about the manor garden 
the birds sang as if they were out on some memorable 
holiday. But the chamber in which Sir William 
Audley lay was hushed and dark. Two solemn 
gentlemen in black stood at his bed, one on either 
side. One was long and lean and pale — a gentle- 
manly skeleton of a man ; the other was short and 
stout and rosy. But they were alike imperturbably 
grave, extremely quiet and subdued in manner, and 
each walked on tiptoe when he moved. 

One of them held the patient's wrist with thumb 
1 
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and forefinger, and consulted the dial of his watch 
meanwhile. The other stood in an attentive atti- 
tude, and as the patient's hand was surrendered, 
the two exchanged a glance. At this instant the 
well-oiled hinges of the door moved silently, and Sir 
John Lepell entered. He put a few questions in an 
almost voiceless whisper, touched the patient's wrist 
for a few seconds, nodded, and noiselessly withdrew. 
The others followed him, like a pair of black-clad 
ghosts, and went tiptoeing down the outside corridor 
until they were a score of paces from the chamber 
door. Then they assumed an ordinary gait, and 
descending the wide stairs together, followed the 
lead of a solemn butler, who conducted them to the 
library. There chairs were arranged about the table, 
as if for the meeting of a committee, and in the 
centre of the table were a pair of silver salvers, set- 
ting forth a decanter of Burgundy, another of port, 
and a third of claret, together with a number of 
old-fashioned wineglasses, each delicate as a blown 
bubble. The three medical men sat down solemnly, 
the two of local reputation hugely deferent to the 
great man from London. The butler filled their 
glasses and retired, and they sat together to consult 
over the case. The result of the discussion came to 
this : Sir William Audley spent more and more of 
this time in a state of lethargy, but there were 
moments when he suffered severe pain, and his 
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waking hours were sometimes terrible. There was 
nothing to be done except to continue the treatment 
already decided upon. 

"Between ourselves, gentlemen," said Sir John 
Lepell, " there is little to be done but to wait. The 
patient could hardly be in better hands." 

The two gentlemen of local reputation bowed, and 
one said that they were honored by Sir John's con- 
fidence. 

"A continuation of the present treatment," said 
Sir John, " is all that I can advise. We must have, 
of course, the most assiduous and careful nurs- 

ing." 

"That," said the cadaverous gentleman, "we have 
to thank you in part for providing." 

" Excellent nurse," said the rubicund gentleman. 
"Really a most astonishingly devoted young person. 
Very skilful and tactful." 

"She tells me," said the cadaverous gientleman, 
"that she has had the advantage of working under 
Sir John Lepell's direction before now, and I am sure 
he will be satisfied to learn that she does the highest 
credit to his reconitnendation." 

Sir John had begun to think of something else ; 
but he woke up from his preoccupation just as the 
last words were spoken. 

"My recommendation?" he asked. "Who does 
credit to my recommendation ?" 
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" Mrs. Allan," said the last speaker^" a most de- 
voted and accomplished nurse, Sir John." 

"Mrs. Allan? Mrs. Allan?" said the great man, 
doubtfully, as if he searched a puzzled memory for 
something which he could not find, "I know no Mrs. 
Allan. Do you say a person of that name is here on 
ray recommendation ?" 

" Well," said the rubicund man, waving his hands 
abroad and smiling faintly, " we were given to be- 
lieve so." 

" This is odd," said Sir John, looking with keen 
inquiry from one to the other. . " Have I see the 
woman? Is she here to-day ?" 

" She was in the room at the time of your visit, 
Sir John," one of his colleagues responded. " Per- 
haps you had better see her. Shall I ring the bell and 
have her sent for ? It^s really the most astonishing 
thing that you don't know her." 

" Yes," said Lepell, " I think I had better have a 
look at her. There appears to be some little mystery 
in this." 

The bell was rung and the butler answered it. 

" Ask Mrs. Allan to be so good as to step this 
way," said Sir John. " Say that I wish to speak to 
her." 

The butler retired, and after the expiry of perhaps 
two minutes, returned with a pencilled note. 

" Will Sir John Lepell be so extremely kind as to 
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grant Mrs. Allan a moment's interview in the front 
drawing-room, alone?" 

"Say 'yes,'" the great man answered, nodding to 
the butler, "and show me the way to the front draw- 
ing-room. Excuse me, gentlemen " — the local prac- 
titioners bowed, and sat sipping their Burgundy in 
expectation of his return. 

Sir John Lepell, the pencilled note in. his hand, 
stood at the window of the front drawing-room, 
looking out over the landscape, and wondering what 
this odd little mystery might portend, when the door 
opened and he heard the rustle of a dress. He 
turned, settled his glasses, and saw before him an un- 
commonly pretty young woman, with a complexion 
of roses and cream, a mass of the loveliest hair of 
bronzy gold, and a pair of very remarkable- looking 
eyes, deep and lustrous, and of some dark, uncer- 
tain color. It was Sir John Lepell's boast, that he 
never forgot a face, and this was not a face to be 
readily forgotten. He recognized it in the instant. 

" Miss Marsh I" he said. " I was expecting Mrs. 
Allan. "Will you see that she comes to me ?" 

The girl had closed the door behind her, and now 
came forward in a half -supplicatory attitude. 

"I was certain that you would know me, Sir John," 
she began, " for I met you often at the hospital. I 
hope I have not done very wrong; but, if you will 
listen to me for a moment, I will explain everything." 
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^' Yon are Mrs. Allan?" he returned, looking down 
at her with an air half-pnzzled, half-offended. 

" That is my name for the moment, Sir John/' she 
responded. 

" Oh !" said Sir John, cnrtly, " that is your name 
for the moment, is it ? Do you commonly provide 
yourself with names for the moment, young lady?" 

She smiled, with so childlike an expression of 
mingled amusement and appeal, that he was half in- 
clined to be mollified before she spoke. 

" Sit down. Sir John," she said, "and I will tell 
you everything." 

Her manner surprised him a good deal, for she 
spoke as if addressing a social equal, and indicated 
a chair for him with an air of genuine distinction. 
Sir John Lepell's practice lay mainly among 
wealthy and titled people, and he prided himself 
especially on being able to recognize a lady when he 
saw one. He was inclined to think he saw one here, 
and his bewilderment grew. He obeyed the girPs 
gesture, however, and sat down prepared to judge 
the case which might be presented to him on its 
merits. 

" I came here," she began, " on a very harmless 
errand of deception. Some days ago my husband, 
Mr. Robert Audley, called upon you." 

" Tour husband — Mr. Eobert Audley !" 

" Pray don't speak so loud, Sir John," she besought 
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liim, smilingly. " You will rnin everything if you 
are heard. I am Mrs. Audley, the daughter-in-law 
of the poor old gentleman who is lying so danger- 
ously ill up-stairs. My husband and his father have 
quarrelled bitterly, and they have quarrelled about me. 
Sir William has declared that he will never speak to 
Robert again, and my husband is almost broken- 
hearted about it. We concocted a little plan between 
us. He knows how good a nurse I am. It's of 
no use boasting to you. Sir John, but I can really as- 
sure you that when my heart is in my work, there, is 
no better nurse than myself in all the world. Of 
course poor Kobert wanted to be sure that Sir Will- 
iam would have every care taken of him, and besides 
that, I can send him constant news — ^and then, yon 
know. Sir John, Sir William has never seen me. We 
haven't been married long enough for Robert to lose 
his partiality yet, and he thinks that, perhaps, if Sir 
William got to know me without knowing who I 
was, there might be some romantic hope of reconcilia- 
tion among us all. I told a fib to get here, but, 
really, I don't think you will blame me very much 
for that." 

Merely to report the words is to convey nothing of 
their value. The manner was everything. To begin 
with, Mrs. Audley not merely talked, but looked as 
if she were entirely certain of Sir John's approval, 
and all through her speech little touches of comedy 
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and of pathos and tenderness sparkled and melted in 
snch a fashion that he would have been a dull dog 
indeed who was not in some way to be moved by her. 
And permeating everything was the tone of appeal, 
so infantile, soft, and innocent, that it was hardly to 
be resisted. 

"This is an odd sort of business, Mrs. Audley," 
said the puzzled physician. " You liad hardly the 
right to use my name as an introduction here with- 
out my leave." 

" Oh, I know that. Sir John," she protested. " It 
was wrong. I ought to have come and asked you, 
but I was afraid you might refuse. And then, I 
thought,*' she added, seeing that he was going to 
speak, "that you would hardly be cruel enough to 
expose me when you found me down here. It would 
have been too silly to think that you wouldn't recog- 
nize me when you saw me. I knew I should be bound 
to tell you everything. But I thought that I would 
take the safer way." 

" I knew," said Sir Joiin, " that Mr. Audley had 
made a marriage which was not agreeable to his 
father, but I had no idea as to whom he had mar- 
ried. I don't want to seem offensive or inquisito- 
rial; but this whole proceeding is — you must for- 
give me for speaking plainly — so very singular and 
strange, that I must be quite certain about your 
identity.** 
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"Oh, if that is all, Sir John," she answered, smil- 
ing, "I think I can convince you in a minute. Might 
I beg you to wait here so long ?" He nodded grave- 
ly, and she passed rapidly but noiselessly from the 
room, and in a little while returned, holding a little 
embroidered satchel in both hands. You know my 
husband?" 

" Yes,'* Sir John assented, guardedly. " I know 
Mr. Eobert Audley pretty well." 

" We were photographed in Paris together, a week 
after our marriage. Look at that." 

She drew from the satchel and held out to him 
a photograph of cabinet size, in which she appeared 
seated with Audley hanging over her shoulder. 

" Here is a document," she went on, " which should 
be almost as convincing — a copy of our marriage 
certificate. And here," she added, " is a letter I re- 
ceived from Robert this morning. Do you know his 
handwriting ? You observe, it is addressed to Mrs. 
Allan, that it beginsj *My darling Mary,* and ends 
with ^your affectionate husband.' I know it's all 
romantic, Sir John, but there's no harm in it. Poor 
Robert is very anxious about his father. Yon don't 
know how he loves him, or what it has cost him to 
find himself estranged all this time. If I only can 
bring them together again, I shall never repent' of 
having told that little tiny white fib about being 
recommended by you in order to get here. You'll 
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forgive me, Sir John, won't you ? Snch a little white, 
white little fib r 

As one way of expressing his perplexity, Sir John 
took off his glasses and polished them vigorously. 

"There's another thing, Sir John," she urged him. 
" This is not in the least little bit romantic, but very 
practical indeed, I can assure you. Eobert has noth- 
ing but his mother's money, a few thousand pounds. 
It is in Sir "William's power to leave every penny 
away from him. I want to make them friends for 
all our sakes. Both Sir William and Robert are 
breaking their hearts about this quarrel over me, and 
I may be my-lady and yet have to go back to school- 
teaching, after all. Surely I have excuses enough. 
Sir John." 

" Well," said the physician, " I don't know that it's 
any affair of mine, Mrs. Audley ; but your action lays 
you open to suspicion until you choose to reveal your 
own identity." 

" Suspicion?" she asked him. "In what way do I 
lay myself open to suspicion !" 

" I have already assured Dr. Shorter and Dr. Carr 
that I know nothing of the nurse who professed to be 
introduced here by me ; and I don't know how that 
difficulty is to be got over." 

" You might have recommended Miss Marsh," she 
answered, " who has changed her name since you last 
saw her." 
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"Upon my word, Mrs. Audley, you are a very 
worldly little person," said Sir John. " I don't know 
that you're not altogether too ready in emergency. 
I shall make it my business to see your husband 
when I get back to town, and to determine in how 
far he approved your action." 

" But you won't betray me here, Sir John ?" she 
begged him. " I am trying to do so much good to 
everybody, and I have really done so very little 
harm." 

" I don't know about that, Mrs. Audley," said the 
doctor, gravely. " A misrepresentation is a misrep- 
resentation, when all's said and done ; and I should 
have wished you success with a better heart if you 
could have seen a straight way for arriving at your 
purpose." 

" Thank you. Sir John," she cried, evading the re- 
proach and accepting only the half- implied good 
wishes. "You will find that Sir William has no 
more devoted attendant than myself. I dare bet that 
you will say that you have no patient who is taken 
better care of. Will it be a long case. Sir John ?" 

Sir John raised his eyebrows, shrugged his 
shbulders, and said nothing. 

" Is Sir William's condition dangerous ?" 

"Not immediately dangerous, but serious in the 
extreme. I shall see your husband, Mrs. Audley, 
and in the mean time I shall respect your secret." 
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He bowed, and went away. 

" After all," he said to himself, " I don't see that 
there's mnch harm in the bnsiness. She's a ri^e 
little beggar, that! and on the whole I think I'd 
rather she were Bob Audley's wife than mine. I 
don't quite like those ultra-clever and designing 
women." 

It cost him the tiniest possible qnalm of con- 
science, when he got back to his colleagues, to smooth 
the matter over. He had never known Mrs. Allan, 
had never even heard of her until that morning; but 
Miss Marsh was an old hospital subordinate of his, 
and had changed her name. " That is a thing," he 
said, '^that ladies have a knack of doing." 

" Especially when young and attractive," said Dr. 
Shorter, with a skeleton smile. 

There was nothing more to detain the triumvirate, 
and they parted. The doctor's fly whirled him to 
the railway station, and the express took him back to 
town* The other gentlemen went away in their own 
carriages, and the quiet of the imminent shadow of 
death rested once more on Audley Manor. 

Howsoever other people might be deceived, there 
was no deception possible in that respect, at least, for 
the mind of Mrs. Audley. She read death in Sir 
"William's face, and whether the medical men chose 
to say that the business of dying would be a long 
one or a short one, she saw that it was that last act 
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of all which fate had in preparation for her hus- 
band's father. 

There was an impression in the honse that she was 
very young to be so entirely trusted with the general 
conduct of affairs, as she soon came to be. But she 
had only been there a few days when she seemed to 
assume something like the absolute control of the 
place. The women-folk were against her, to a petti- 
Toat ; but the men swore by her, and would do any- 
thifag to please her. Sir William's younger son, who 
in these mournful days spent most of his time in a 
subdued loitering about home, was more than half in 
love with her, and would have been so entirely if 
she had but given him the slightest sign of encour- 
agement. Sir William would have nobody about 
him in his conscious hours but her, and it is certain 
that nobody else supplied and anticipated his wants 
with half the assiduity and the show of tenderness 
she displayed. 

She had set herself a curiously difficult part to 
play, and there were moments when the role looked 
impossible. She had to find out and to prevent one 
thing; and whether she discovered it, or prevented 
it, or did both, she had to act in such a fashion that 
if ever she came to be the rightful lady of the house 
she now served in, nobody would be able to say that 
she had spoken a word or shown a sign in the direc- 
tion of her constant endeavor. Her object was to 
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learn, in the first place, if Sir William had made a 
will since his quarrel with Robert — such a will as 
would deprive his elder son of his birthright. There 
was nobody whom she conld question, however 
warily, without the fear of exciting suspicion, and to 
have attempted a search for the suspected document 
was to bring down almost certain detection. She 
listened a good deal among the servants, to be sure, 
and now and then she would try, as if by the mer»^ 
touch of a straw, to deflect the conversational turn. 
Many days went by, and she learned nothing. Sir 
William grew neither worse nor better, but Sir John 
Lepell came down from time to time, and the local 
gentlemen swelled, by their daily visits, the accounts 
that were to be finally rendered. 

She was alone often in the night-time with the 
stricken gentleman, who would lie lethargic for 
hours, knowing nobody, seeing nothing, understand- 
ing nothing of what went on in his presence, but 
who would yet wake up to consciousness at unex- 
pected moments in a fashion likely to be embarrass- 
ing to the nerves of any young woman who was 
prowling about his room with intent to discover a 
secret. In those silent night-watches young Mrs. 
Audley had gone about with velvet step and stealthy 
hands, inspecting every drawer, every possible hiding- 
place accessible to her. The house was an old one, 
and in one corner of the room, let, as it were, into the 
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wall, was a wardrobe with front panels of dark 
carved oak, lustrous and almost black with many 
years of polish. She had seen this recess opened 
once, and her keen eye had remarked something that 
looked like a deed-box on one of its upper shelves. 
The house -keeper carried the key, and it was im- 
possible to get at it. Mrs. Audley examined the 
lock a hundred times, but there was no chance of 
tampering with it. The wardrobe doors were too 
strongly fashioned, and the lock itself was as solid 
and ponderous as if it had been intended to guard a 
strong-room. Night after night, when Sir "William 
was asleep, the persevering little woman, with her 
whole soul fixed upon the one idea, examined that 
lock in vain, and exhausted ingenuity in a thousand 
guesses after ways in which its secret might be 
mastered. She never found a chance of secreting a 
key in any part of the house without making one 
stealthy attempt with it before, she returned it to its 
proper place. Except for herself the inhabitants of 
the manor-house were sound asleep, and many a 
time she glided out, with beating heart and stealthy 
step, in search of some talisman which should open 
the door of the wardrobe for her. This part of the 
game she played was such an extreme off-chance 
that she felt almost innocent about it. It was like 
a child's game — a business almost entirely of the 
imagination. 
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It happened one night, when the moon was nearly 
at its fall, and all the corridors of the great house 
were ghostly with a gray reflection of the subdued 
glory of the night outside, that she sat half-dozing 
in her chair in the baronet's bedroom, and had a 
curious kind of waking dream. She seemed to know 
the house she sat in, and not to know it, and to go 
wandering about it in spirit in much such an uneasy 
search as she had often actually engaged in. On a 
sudden, there came into her mind, with an astonish- 
ing dream -clearness, the vision of an old box of 
black oak which stood in the butler's pantry, and 
seemed to serve there for the most part as a sort of 
supplementary table. She remembered, even in tliat 
half-dream, that she had once seen it open and empty. 
But, though there was nothing to guard in it, a key 
was in the lock. 

She sat up, wide awake, and the first thing that 
occurred to her mind .was, that the old oak box in the 
butler's pantry and the open doors of the wardrobe 
in Sir William's room were much of an age, and that 
the carving which decorated both was very much of 
a pattern, if not absolutely identical. She stole to 
the side of the bed, and assured herself that the 
baronet was sleeping. Then she slipped quietly from 
the room, and took her way down-stairs. Nobody 
slept on the lower floor, and she was secure from 
everything but the merest chance of observation. 
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She crept silently to the. bntler's pantry, found the 
door unsecared — for the plate was safely under lock 
and key elsewhere — and entered. The key, as she 
had remembered, was in the lock of the oaken chest, 
but it had not been turned for many years, and was 
stiffly fixed in its place by rust. She turned it with 
a great effort, and it gave way with a dry shriek. 
She stood and listened, trembling, and the wild, si- 
lent spaces of the night had a hundred voices and 
movements for her fancy. Steps creaked and pat- 
tered far and near, and everywhere there was a 
sound of voices. It was a minute or two before 
she could make an end of these phantoms; but 
she mastered them at last, and glided up -stairs 
again, with the key in her hand, wondering if this 
last adventure had brought her any nearer to her 
wish. 

Sir William was still asleep when she closed the 
bedroom door and made a tiptoe progress to his 
bedside to look at him, and to listen to his breathing. 
A shaded night-light left everything in an almost 
undistinguishable gloom, except where a languid, 
monstrous body of pale light flowed and floated from 
one grotesque outline to another on the ceiling. 
The fluctuating light and foHowing shadows moved 
scarcely more silently than she did, with an eye con- 
stantly cast backwards to -the bed. She tried the 
key in the wardrobe lock. It slipped in easily, and 

8 
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as she turned it the wards yielded with a faint click. 
She drew breath heavily and with difficulty, and at 
the faintest drag the door came open without a 
sound. Sir William was still asleep. Yery far away 
in the direction of the village — a full mile off, 
probably — a dog howled. Nearer at hand, in the 
stables, a horse beat his iron hoof against the floor, 
and rattled his chain at the manger. * Then every- 
thing went still, except that the phantom noises be- 
gan again, and had to be banished once more to their 
own phantom country. The oblong deed-box slept 
among the other shadows of the interior of the ward- 
robe like a shadow a little solider than the rest, but 
it was most clearly revealed by a very faint gleam of 
reflected light which struck upon one comer of its 
japanned surface. The box itself was not locked, 
and opening it with a tremulous hand, she found and 
withdrew a single paper. 

The lid of the deed -box was closed again, the 
wardrobe was locked, and the key was in her pocket. 
The document, whatever it might prove to be, was 
hidden in the bosom of her dress. The paper was 
hard and crisp, and with every breath she drew it 
gave out a crackling sound, which to her own alarmed 
and guilty ears sounded in the intense stillness of the 
night as if it might be beard in the adjoining room. 
It was no louder at any time than the ticking of a 
watch, but she thought it so, and her adventure had 
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80 nnstrang her nerves that she was scarcely mistress 
of herself at all. 

The long night went by somehow, as even the 
longest nights will do. Sir William dozed and woke, 
and was fed and tended, and got to sleep again. 
Then morning came, and with it the customary 
sounds of household life, and then — relief- Mrs. 
Andley sped to her own chamber, locked the door, 
and drew the stolen paper from her bosom. Her 
first glance at the indorsement told her what it was 
— the will of Sir William Andley^ dated one day 
before the occurrence of his accident which had left 
him prostrate. She glanced through it rapidly, and 
though the legal jargon entrapped her intelligence at 
almost every line, she made out enough to know that 
by the power of that instrument her husband was 
dispoissessed of everything to which his birthright 
gave him a claim. 

But the will was neither signed nor witnessed, arid, 
little as she knew of legal matters, she knew enough 
to be certain that without at least the testator's hand 
it was valueless. 

Perhaps Sir William might not live to sign it. 
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It was a work of almost as much stealth and dan- 
ger to restore the purloined key and the unsigned, 
unwitnessed will as it had been to secure possession 
of them. There was no good end to be gained by 
retaining either. 

• Mrs. Audley was not a young person to waste any 
opportunity or to leave anything to. chance, if she 
could help it. She had taken all possible precau- 
tions against the discovery of her own identity. She 
heard every day from her husband ; but sioce thfe 
morning after her arrival he had posted his letters 
to her in envelopes addressed by her own hand, a 
plentiful stock of which she had taken care to send 
to him. Lest the fineness of her own personal be- 
longings should excite thq observation of her fellow- 
servants in the house, she had taken the precawtiou 
to provide herself with an entirely new outfit of a 
commoner kind. Audley had been extravagant in 
her behalf, and her trousseau had been a things of 
wonder. 

She knew now that Sir William had definitely de- 
cided to dispossess her husband of everything, and 
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ghe could guess that if the old man recovered from 
the effects of the accident which had befallen him, 
it would be a diflBcult thing to move him from his 
purpose. She afflicted herself with no sentimental 
reasonings, and her chief hope, avowed to herself 
without disguise, was that Sir William would die of 
his injuries. She did not recognize that aspiration 
as having in it even a touch of selfishness or egotism. 
Sir William had already achieved the ordinary span 
of human life, and had every right to make way for 
his successor. If he should recover the use of his 
faculties, only so far as to be able to sign the will he 
had made, a life of comparative poverty lay before 
her, and her husband's title would be little better 
than a mockery. Obviously the best thing the old 
gentleman could do would be to make an end of it, 
and so to save Kobert and herself from the mischief 
he contemplated. 

In spite of the perfect clearness with which she 
apprehended this one fact, she saw that it was worth 
her while to nurse him with the utmost assiduity. 
It must be in any case a long, long time before he 
returned to anything like full strength, and she felt 
determined to stay with him as long as possible, and 
if the wit and skill of woman could do it, to make her- 
self indispensable to his comfort. In the old man's 
feeble, stricken, and childish way, he already showed 
himself grateful for her services, and gave constant 
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signs which proved that her presence was more agree- 
able to him than that of any other person in the house. 

Very, very slowly indeed, Sir William mended, 
and little by little the lethargy which had seemed 
his most dangerous symptom left him. Day and 
night assumed their normal divisions, and for a cer- 
tain number of daylight hours he was able to sit in 
an arm-chair at his bedroom window. The nurse 
who had been in charge when Mrs. Audley had ar-. 
rived, was a good creature enough in her way, but 
she had no such overmastering impulse as that which 
inspired her rival, and she was quite content to find 
her own task made easier. Mrs. Allan was so enthu- 
siastically constant in her attendance upon the pa- 
tient that the supplementary nurse found little or 
nothing to do, and on the whole enjoyed her holiday 
very fairly. Sir William had not known much ill- 
ness, and isis his strength improved he grew to be ex- 
tremely fretful and exacting. Not one nurse in a 
thousand would have borne with him as his unknown: 
and unrecognized daughter-in-law did constantly. 
The wear and tear of her position must have been 
something dreadful ; but she contrived to be always 
as alert and cheerful in manner as she was neat and 
trim in aspect 

The patient had one day been unusually trouble- 
some, and towards the close of the afternoon he be- 
gan to growl at everything. 
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" These pillows are all wrong, nurse," he said at 
last. "Nothing is done as it onght to be. Move 
this thing below my shoulders. I might as well be 
resting against a log of wood. Don't break my back, 
now. Damn it all, can't you smooth a pillow with- 
out creating an earthquake ? Now put the other be- 
hind me." 

She did whatever he asked with unfailing tact and 
good temper. 

"Is that better?" she asked, bending over him. 

"Oh, that'll do," he growled, reluctantly, as if 
disappointed at finding no further ground for com- 
plaint. 

She sat down within sight of him, and took up the 
needle-work on which she had been engaged. The 
baronet looked at her from time to time, furtively at 
fii-st, but with an increasingly fixed regards At 
length she looked up, met his glance full, and half 
rose, as if anticipating an order. 

" Sit down !" he growled, in the helplessly queru- 
lous way which had become habitual to him. " Sif 
down — I want nothing. I am afraid," he added, a 
few seconds later, " that I'm getting to have an abom- 
inably bad temper." 

" I'm very glad to see that, Sir William," she re- 
sponded. 

" Glad to see it 1"' he repeated. " Why the dick- 
ens should you be glad to see it ?" 
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" It's a sign of improvement, Sir William," she an- 
swered, smilingly. " It's always a good sign when a 
person begins to scold his nnrse." 

"H'm !" said Sir William. "It strikes me you're 
a devilish good little woman." 

She laughed, and went on with her needle-work. 

" I'm sure I'm very glad if I satisfy you, Sir Will- 
iam." 

He was too weak to talk much at the time, and 
after this he subsided into silence for half an hour. 
In the interval he dozed, and was sufficiently re- 
freshed to continue the conversation when he awoke. 

"Nurse I" 

"Sir William?" ' 

" What do you get here ?" 

"I have jnade no arrangements about that, sir. 
Sir John Lepell will see to that." 

"How much do you expect?" he asked, in his fee- 
ble voice. 

" We used to get from two to three pounds, a week 
af the Institute," she answered, smilingly. 

" That's very little," said Sir William. 

"The question of money ,^' she returned, "doesn't 
enter into the calculations of a good many of us. We 
like nursing." 

" Like it !" said the baronet. " That's rather an 
odd taste, I fancy. / shouldn't like it !" , 

" I don't think there's anything more delightful," 
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she answered. " Nursing takes one out of one's self. 
You forget your own little troubles when you are 
doing anything for somebody who is in more trouble 
than you are." There was a smiling patience in her 
face as she spoke ; but when the speech was over she 
drooped her gaze. A few seconds later she wiped 
her eyes very naturally and unobtrusively. They 
were as dry as eyes ever were in this world ; but she 
counted on the act to be quietly effective. 

"I could take a little weak sherry and water, 
nurse," said the patient, some five minutes after- 
wards. " A little ice with it ; but not too cold." 

She rose with her usual cheerful alacrity, gave 
him exactly what he wanted, exactly as he liked to 
have it. As she handed the glass to him, he took her 
fingers in his own for a moment, and looked at her. 

" You're a very good little woman," he said. " I 
am very much obliged to you.'- 

Her heart beat high, and she began to think that, 
after all, time and trouble might hot be wasted. 

The ordinary tedium of the sick-room went on, 
and the patient was too weak to talk more for the 
time being, but he never scolded his nurse again, and 
began to show her many signs of favor. Sir John 
Lepell came down to see him in a day or two, and a 
little conversation took place between doctor and par 
tient which was, while it lasted, rather embarrassing 
to the nurse. 
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"i underetand, Lepell," said Sir William, "that I 
am indebted to you for this young lady's services." 

"I understand that also," said . Lepell, ambigu- 
ously. 

The reply sounded so odd to Mrs. Audley's ears 
that she was in terror lest Sir John should betray 
her. The patient looked at the doctor with a half 
inquiry ; but something else occurred to him and put 
him off the scent. He spoke about indifferent things 
for a while, and then told the nurse that she could 
leave. She quitted the room, but listened with a 
nervous eagerness outside the door. Sir William's 
voice reached her uncertainly, and sometimes she 
could only gather what he had said from the tenor 
of the physician's answer. 

"I sent that girl away, Lepell," he began, "be- 
cause I want to speak to you about her. She is not 
like an ordinary nurse ; she has the look and manner 
of a lady." 

" Very near it," Lepell answered. 

"Is she a lady?" asked the baronet. "Tell me 
what you know about her." 

The listener's heart stood still. 

" I'll tell you what I can," said the doctor. " She 
was a pupil-teacher, or something of that kind, in a 
national school. She tired of that, and found em- 
ployment as a nurse. She was under my orders for 
a time." 
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*^A pupil -teacher, you say?" said Sir William. 
" A pupil-teacher in a national school ? That is not 
a very exalted sphere of life. What was she, to be- 
gin with?" 

"That I know nothing at all about," Lepell re- 
plied. 

*' You thought her," said Sir William, stroking his 
lean cheek with a shadowy hand, and looking side- 
ways at his companion — " you thought her particu- 
larly likely to be useful in a case like mine ? You 
recognized a special aptitude in her?" 

"I think," the physician answered, skating round 
this question, " that you would be puzzled to find a 
better nurse." 

"That's true enough," Sir William answered. 
" She's an excellent nurse — an admirable nurse. Am 
I going to get better, Lepell ?" 

"Let. us hope so," Sir John answered, cheerily. 

" No,, no," said the baronet, testily. " That isn't 
what I want to hear. You know well enough, and 
so, I think, do I. You can tell me with certainty 
what is going to happen, and I want to know. Shall 
I get better ? Shall I last long ?" 

"You are going on wonderfully well, all things 
considered," Lepell responded. "I can assure you 
that a month or two ago I never expected that you 
would pick up as you have done." 

" And now," said Sir William, " am I going to lin- 
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ger on like this ? Am I going to get better, after all, 
or am I going to make a short business of it?" 

" I can't give yon a decided opinion," said the 
physician ; " you've got a strong recuperative faculty 
or you wouldn't be here now. On the whole, I'm 
very hopeful about you. Though, since you ask me 
to deal plainly with you, there are one or two symp- 
toms that I don't much like." , 

"What are the chances, Lepell? Am I always 
going to be a prisoner here ?" 

" I hope not. Seriously and rationally, I hope not ; 
but it is impossible to say." 

" As a matter of fact, I may never leave this room 
again ?" 

" That may happen." 

"That's all I wanted to know. Lepell, I want 
that little woman by me. She suits me, and I 
like her. Make arrangements for her to stay. Pay 
her what you like, but keep her here. She suits 
me." 

" I have no doubt," said the physician, " that she 
will be quite willing to do as you desire." 

"I'm tired now," said Sir William. "You don't 
mind my dismissing you, Lepell ? I'll say good-day 
now. Send the nurse back again. I like to have 
her by me." 

By the time at which Sir John reached the door, 
the listener was in the opposite room ; but she met 
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the physician in the corridor with an absolutely un- 
conscious face. 

^' Sir William wishes to have you near him, nurse," 
said Sir John, with a dry smile. He had ears like a 
fox, and had caught the rustle of retreating petti- 
coats as he had walked to the door. 

She read the meaning of his smile, but thanked 
him without a change of feature, and went back to 
her old place in the sick-room. 

Nothing more of importance happened that day ; 
but on the morrow Sir William began to question her. 

" It's an odd thing, nurse," said he, " that I don't 
know your name. Not so very odd, after all, for I 
have never thought to ask it. What is it ?" 

" My name is Allan," she responded. " Mrs. Al- 
lan.'' 

" Ah !" said Sir William, nodding, " I saw the ring. 
Have you lost your husband ?" 

This unexpected question gave her an opening of 
which she was swift to avail herself. She saw her 
opportunity for a touch of histrionic power, which 
might prove profitable by-and-by. 

" Have you lost your husband ?" 

" I don't know," she answered. 

"You don't know?" said Sir William, looking 
round on her. " What does that mean, nurse ?" 

" It's quite true, Sir William," she answered. " But 
I have no right to trouble you with my affairs." 
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" Go on,'' said the invalid. "Tell me all about it. 
I bore myself to death in this one room. What do 
you mean by saying you don't know?" 

" My husband was very much above me in station," 
she answered. "A hospital nurse is not supposed 
to be a fit wife for a gentleman. My husband and 
his father quarrelled about my marriage, and we 
parted." 

"H'm!" said Sir William, and showed no desire 
to pursue the theme. She waited for the question, 
but he gave no further sign for the time being. He 
was silent for, perhaps, a quarter of an hour; but at 
last he spoke again, and referred to the subject where 
they had broken off. 

"Tour husband and his father quarrelled, you say. 
Has your husband gone back to his father ?" 

" I can't say precisely where he is," she answered, 
speaking with literal truth, as people apt at false- 
hood are very fond of doing. "My husband's fa- 
ther," she went on, "always refused to meet me. 
My husband used to say — but that, of course, was his 
partiality — " 

" What was it your husband used to say ?" the bar- 
onet asked her. " Come, tell me what it was." There 
was an almost childlike eagerness in his manner, and 
the shadowy fingers of one hand plucked at his thin 
lips as he spoke. 

" He used to say," returned the nurse, " that if his 
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father had known me, he might not have been so an- 
gry at our marriage." 

^} Your husband defied his father, I suppose," said 
Sir William. 

" Oh yes," she answered, " he defied him utterly." 

" And now," said the baronet, " I suppose that he 
can't keep you. Was he brought up to any business 
— any profession ?" 

"None in the world," she answered. " He can do 
nothing. He was bred to be a gentleman, and to ex- 
pect a large fortune. Of course I am trying to help 
him all I can. I can't be a burden to him." 

" H'm !" said Sir William once more. And so 
again let the matter drop. 

It was evident, however, that the story dwelt in 
his mind, for he cast frequent glances at the nurse. 
He sat with troubled face and muttering lips, and for 
a long time seemed as if he were talking to himself, 
with a good deal of inward emphasis. 

" How long have yon been married ?" he asked at 
last, turning his hollow eyes upon her as if be more 
than half suspected something. 

" Less than a year," she answered. It was not as 
yet, she thought, time to allow him to suspect, and 
she looked at him with a face of such a sad, smiling 
innocence as quite disarmed him. 

"What sort of a fellow is this father?" he asked. 

" He is very proud, Sir William. He comes of a 
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very old family, and he thinks his son's marriage 
qnite disgraceful." 

" H'm !" said the baronet for the third time. And 
so relapsed finally into silence for that afternoon. 

" I wish," he thought within himself, staring mood- 
ily at the girl as she sat about her work, so neat, so 
trim, so fresh, so young and pretty, so full, as it 
seemed, of innate refinement — " I wish my lad had 
done no worse. The donkey !" 

He had seen brother Joe, and that had given him 
a prejudice he fpund it impossible to surmount. 
Brother Joe weighed upon his mind a good deal in 
the course of that afternoon and evening. He was 
too weak and tired to do much consecutive thinking ; 
but it crossed his mind more than once or twice, to 
wonder whether it were possible for such a young 
woman as this Mrs. Allan to have a brother with an 
exterior so uncompromisingly brutal. He gave his 
thoughts shape next day. 

"You're not alone in the world, are you, nurse?" 

" Very nearly. Sir William," she answered. 

"Parents?" 

" They are dead. Sir William, long ago." 

"Brothers — sisters?" 

"One brother. Sir William." 

"H'm! What's he like?" 

" Oh, he is as angry as my husband's father. I 
have never seen him since my marriage, or heard a 
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word from him. He is as proud, in his own way, as 
my husband's father. He is a very rough, uncouth 
fellow ; but he thinks I have done him a very bitter 
wrong in marrying into a family which refuses to 
acknowledge me. I don*t suppose he will ever speak 
to me again." 

These multiplying coincidences looked very odd 
in Sir William's eyes, and he more than half decided 
that a trick was being played upon him ; but when 
he looked at the smooth young face before him, and 
thought of the tones of the smooth young voice, he 
found suspicion impossible. Still the fancy harassed 
him, and the acfual thought more than once occurred 
to him. 

'* Is this the girl Bob married ? Has Bob sent her 
here to play on me ? No !" he decided at last, " if 
Bob's wife were half as presentable as this girl is, 
he'd have dressed her like a lady, and have brought 
her here. She would pass for a lady anywhere. Her 
manner isn't perhaps quite the real thing, but it's an 
uncommonly good imitation of it. A rich woman 
could afford to wear paste diamonds, and a man of a 
good family could marry a pinchbeck wife. Ko- 
body inquires much nowadays into one or the 
other." 

Thinking thus he let his suspicions fall to sleep 
again ; but once when they pricked him ever so lit- 
tle, he began again to question, 

9 
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" I snppoee," he said, warily, " that you don't know 
mnch aboat arehseology, Mrs. AUan f ' 

^' Kot much," she answered, smiling. 

'' It has been my hobby all my lifetime," said Sir 
William; ^ and there's one branch in which I am sup- 
posed to be rather unusually strong. There's hardly 
an old family in England the history of which I 
don't know." 

He was looking at her with his sunken eyes 
brighter and keener in their aspect than they had 
used to be, ^^ as careful robins eye the delver's 
toil." 

^f I know one old house of your name — ^the Allans 
of Cumberland. Is that your basband's branch }" 

The color forsook her cheek, and for a mere in- 
stant her eye met his with a genuine look of conster- 
nation. She faltered, stammered, and broke down. 
A certain pretence was necessary, and had been from 
the first ; bat it was essential to her plans and hopes 
that when the pretence came to be abandoned it 
should look harmless, and should at least have no de- 
liberate lie in it. Beady as she was, she was at a loss 
for the moment as to how to answer. 

^' Is your husband one of the Camberland Allans {" 
he asked, pressing the question home. 

The moment was one for swift and definite deci- 
sion, and young Mrs. Audley decided definitely and 
swiftly. She had shown a certain agitation which 
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it was necessary now to cover, and she burst, with 
admirable promptitade, into tears. 

" Great Heaven !" cried the baronet, " what^s the 
matter P 

The nnrse buried her face in her handkerchief, 
and sobbed convukively behind it. 

" I had a — ^had a — had a letter from him only this 
morning," she cried, brokenly. "He is in despair. I'm 
not sure that he won't — won't — won't kill himself." 

The baronet sat feeling very helpless and clumsy, 
and the nurse, having resumed the control of her 
agitated mind, at least in part, begged to be excused, 
and slid away. There were no traces of tears in her 
eyes when she reached her own room ; but a very 
little eau-de-cologne in a mere teaspoon ful of water 
being dabbed on the eyelids and allowed to go 
through the lashes, brought tears enough, and made 
her look as if she had been crying violently for an 
hour. The eyes smarted at this treatment, to be 
sure, but after all, that was to be endured easily 
enough, and she was not without hope that the bar- 
onet would be too much of a gentleman to press fur- 
ther inquiry on a young person so susceptible as her- 
self. It would be easy, too, if ever an opportunity 
for an explanation presented itself, and the incident 
were remembered, to show how agitated she had 
been, and how impossible it was for her to deviate 
openly from the truth. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

All this while Robert Audley was living in Lon- 
don as a bachelor. This was decidedly uncomforta- 
ble for him, inasmuch as he was no less in love with 
his wife now than on the day when he married her. 
He wrote to her every day, and now and again re- 
ceived from her some intelligence of her movements, 
and some hint of her hopes of success. Mrs. Aud- 
ley's letters were always buoyant, and sometimes ex- 
pressive of certainty. But he was anxious, all the 
same, and his wife's prolonged absence at length be- 
came so wearisome that he determined to run the 
risk of meeting her. He wrote to his wife to that 
eflEect, and gave her a rendezvous at a certain stile 
which stood at the limit of his father's grounds, and 
led to a little fir plantation which had been planted 
by some former Audley to shield the house from the 
bitter blast of the east wind. He was so fearful lest 
his wife should warn him not to come that he gave 
her no opportunity to do so. 

" Hours before you get this letter," he wrote, " I 
shall be in Birmingham. I shall drive over to-mor- 
row evening after dusk and leave the fly to wait 
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within a mile of home. I shall be at the stile from 
nine till ten, and if you are unable to be there to- 
morrow night, I shall be there on the following even- 
ing, and so on, until I see you. Don't disappoint 
me." 

He carried out this programme, and arrived in 
Birmingham, as fate would have it, on a market- 
day. He lounged aimlessly about the town, which 
had been of course familiar to him from infancy. 
Pate, or chance, or providence, or whatever it is. 
which decides the destinies of men, led his rambling 
feet to the market -hall, which he had not visited 
since boyhood. Mr. Joseph Marsh was transacting 
his ordinary weekly business there, and caught sight 
of him for a mere instant. Joe was at that moment 
in the act of paying for his purchases ; and for that 
purpose had just surrendered an exceedingly greasy 
ten-pound note. In his own slow, burning, dogged 
way he had been on fire to meet Robert Audley for 
months past ; but business was business, and Joe was 
not ready to run the risk of losing his change even 
to secure an interview with hia eneniy. When he 
liad finished his business, which after all took no 
more than a minute or two, Audley had disappeared, 
and Joe for the time being was robbed of the chance 
of an encounter with him. He sent home the cart 
which held his. purchases in care of the boy who al- 
ways' accompanied him on his marketing expedi- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



134 A WASTED CRIME 

tions, and ficoared the town in search of the man he 
wanted. His wits worked slowly, and it took him 
an hour or two to hit on the simple expedient of in- 
quiring at the leading hotels. This device occurring 
to him late in the afternoon, he adopted it instantly, 
and his first shot hit the target, Mr. Audley of Aud- 
ley Manor was staying at the Hen and Chickens Ho- 
tel ; but, in reply to Joe's message, sent down word 
that he declined to see him, 

" All right," said Joe, to the waiter who brought 
him this intelligence. '^Yo' can tell him from me 
he'll see me soon or late, and be sorry when he does 
it." 

With that he walked from the house, bought a 
good sound bludgeon at a shop n^ar at hand, and 
stationed himself in front of the hotel. Nobody no- 
ticed him, and he waited there in dogged ol^tinacy 
for hours. He had availed himself of the address 
Sir William had given him, and had written to Mr. 
Audley, demanding news of his sister^ and had re- 
ceived no response. He had fully made up his mind 
by this time that the girl's vanity and ambition had 
made her an easy prey to young Audley's designs, 
and that the gentleman had enticed her to her ruin. 
The longer he waited the hotter his wrath grew, and 
he loathed the young man, almost as much for keep- 
ing him waiting as for the crime with which he 
charged him. The church clock struck the hourg 
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and the quarters, and the minutes crawled, but the 
man stuck to his post. A sharp autumn shower, 
with an accompaniment of thunder and lightning, 
cleared the street. Joe took shelter in the carriage- 
-waj of the hotel, but kept his nose outside, and one 
dogged eye fixed in the direction of the doorway. 
Not a mouse could have passed out without his ob- 
servation. The little tempest cleared away, and be 
' took his former place. People went up and down 
the street and passed in and out of the hotel, but 
there was no sign of Robert Audley. 

" Soon or late he'll come," said Joe; " and when he 
does come, he's got to get a hiding. I've promised 
that; and he shall have it, if I have to wait a month." 

Perhaps, on the whole, it might have been as well 
if Robert Audley had thought it worth his while to 
answer Joe's uncouth and ill-spelled letter, even by a 
line. After the wedding Joe had been treated as a 
qucmtiU negligkMe by Mrs. Audley, and her hus- 
band had been content to receive her promise- that 
she would answer his inquiry* 

Even the most faithful watch-dog may relax vigil- 
ance for a second. Even pussy, watching the hole 
of the harmless, unnecessary mouse, will sometimes 
doze and permit her intended victim to slip out un- 
regarded. In spite of all his obstinacy and patience, 
Joe Marsh had very nearly lost sight of Audley. A 
bit of a street scrimmage between a crossing-sweeper 
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and his pal had attracted his attention/and had held 
him absorbed just long enough to allow the young 
gentleman to emerge unseen and to enter a hansom 
cab which had drawn up at the curb a score of yards 
away. Joe caught sight of him, recognized him in-, 
stantly, and started in pursuit. The cab was well 
under way, an omnibus at the street corner came in 
between pursuer and pursued, and before Joe could 
dodge round it, the cab had such a start, that he felt * 
himself outdistanced. A passing cabman hailed him 
jeeringly, for he had been almost under the horse's 
feet, and Joe, who. at another time would have re- 
sented the man's speech, was too busily occupied in 
his own mind to think of such a trifle. He scram- 
bled into the cab, and bade the man drive as fast as 
he could go. 

" No fear o' the pay, lad !" he said, keeping strict 
watch on the retiring vehicle in front. " Get along. 
I'll show ye the road." 

Away they sped, and now and again the pursuer 
was more than nine-tenths afraid that he had missed 
his man. The whole traffic of the street seemed 
obedient to some conspiracy to defeat his purpose ; 
but in a very little while the way grew clearer, and 
Joe's doubts as to the occupant of the cab he was 
pursuing were set at rest. The town was cleared, 
and they were bowling smoothly along an open high- 
way. Joe knew the country for twenty miles round. 
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and was aware that this road led towards Warnock 
Chace. 

" The young blackguard's goin' hum' 1" he said to 
himself. "I'd sooner catch him there than any- 
where. He's got to take a lickin', and it's well he 
should have it in front o* that stuck-up, fine-spoken 
ode dad of his'n." 

Andley's cab had a somewhat better horse than 
Joe's, and when the young gentleman pulled up 
within a mile of Audley Manor, he was six or seven 
hundred yards ahead. A turn of the road had hid- 
den the arrest of the leading cab from the pursuer's 
eyes, and as he came upon it standing empty, he 
caught sight of the hated figure on an eminence 
ahead, clearly outlined against the evening sky, and 
as recognizable as it would have been in broad day- 
light. The summer dusk had fallen completely by 
this time, and Joe was pretty sure of being able to 
follow on foot without much chance of recognition 
until he came up with Audley. He stopped the cab 
•therefore, and asked to know the fare. He had 
never driven in a hansom until then, in all his life, 
and was quite ignorant of the scale of charges. The 
cabman bled him preposterously, but without a mur- 
mur he paid the sum demanded, and went on at the 
swiftest walking pace he could command. When he 
reached the sweep in the road at which he had last 
discerned the figure he followed, Audley was almost 
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lost in the thick shadows of the road below. His 
footstep was still audible, bat Joe's perception of his 
moving form was at least half an afiEair of fancy. 
The pursuer walked on swiftly, crouching by wicked 
instinct, and keeping to the grass which ran along 
the inner side of the footpath. Audley took the 
middle of the road, and though he walked decisively, 
showed no great haste. The newly purchased bludg- 
eon begui to tingle in Joe Marsh's hand, and he 
longed to use it ; but the memory of his former en- 
counter with young Audley kept him in check a 
little. 

Joe had walked this way to the manor-house be- 
fore, and knew the road. He was therefore surprised 
a little when the man he followed turned, mounted 
a stile, and took a by-path across the fields. That, 
thought the pursuer, might prove convenient. He 
meant to give Mr. Audley as sound a thrashing as 
one man ever gave another, and he promised himself 
the richest enjoyment in the performance of that 
task. But though he was cm pleasure bent, he had a 
frugal mind, and he had no idea of being arrested 
for the business, if he could help it. If Mr. Audley 
were so obliging as to find a place in which the as- 
sault might be committed without the embarrassing 
presence of a witness, so much the better and the 
more convenient for Joe Marsh. Audley seemed 
really disposed to grant him that convenience, for he 
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made a long d6tonr away from the manor-house, 
and except for its twinkling lights, there was no sign 
of human habitation within eyeshot. 

The young gentleman began to walk with a foot- 
step more and more assured and rapid, and Joe was 
somewhat put to it to keep pace with him, and yet 
avoid the betrayal of his own clumsy presence. The 
gentleman had three advantages : he knew the way 
intimately, he was not afraid of being overheard, and 
he wore trim walking- shoes, whereas Joe, who was 
<5onstantly tripping in the dark about his feet, was 
constantly forced to pause and crouch in fear of dis- 
covery, and was clad in awkward hobnailed brogues, 
the soles of which were an inch in thickness. Aud- 
ley began altogether to outpace him, and he was 
afraid of losing the treat he had promised himself, 
when suddenly he found his feet on greensward, and 
could run almost without making a sound. A black 
wall of shadow seemed to rise before him as he ad- 
vanced, and into this the retreating figure melted. 
Joe followed, and in a while came dimly in sight of 
it again. He could hardly be sure at first, but a 
keen inspection persuaded him that he could see the 
line of Audley's white collar, and a pale blot of 
white handkerchief at his breast-pocket. The wall 
of darkness turned out to be nothing more or less 
than the beginning of a fir plantation, and as his 
eyes grew more and more accustomed to the gloom, 
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• 

he could make out that Andlej was sitting on a stile. 
The family avenger did his best to moisten the 
palms of both hands with his dry tongue, and with a 
double grasp on the formidable cudgel he had bought 
that afternoon, he stole forward, scarcely daring to 
breathe, and with his heart thumping at his ribs as 
if it would break a passage through them; He was 
within a dozen paces when the young man struck a 
match and lit a cigarette. He looked straight into 
Joe Marsh's eyes at this instant, or so it seemed to 
the intending assailant's fancy; but it was clear 
from the unchanged expression of his face that he 
had seen nothing to alarm him. He was dazzled by 
the light which flared so near to his own eyes, and 
threw it away, with no suspicion of the presence of 
his adversary. A minute elapsed before Joe dared 
to move another foot ; but then he began to creep 
forward with extremest caution, and was preparing 
for a forward spring and a first blow when a voice 
reached his ear. 

" Is that you. Bob ?" It came in a whisper from 
a dozen yards away, and young Audley, hearing it, 
sprang from the stile to his feet, and peered into the 
darkness. 

*' Yes, dear," he answered. " Where are you ?" 
There was Joe Marsh's time, and the cudgel,; 
gripped in both hands, descended. A sudden fit of 
rage which seized him sent the blood into his head, 
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and thQ blow he dealt was nothing less than murder- 
ous in intent. He had recognized his sister's voice, 
and in an instant — in the mere twinkling of an eye 
— he was resolute to kill them both, the betrayer and 
the girl who had shamed herself and him. He was 
a very slow thinker, as a rule, but his mental process 
was for once rapid and decided. Everything seemed 
made clear in a mere fraction of a second. The story 
of the marriage was obviously a lie, trumped up to 
deceive him and to rob him of his thoughts of ven- 
geance. Why else should the two meet here in this 
clandestine fashion ? The betrayer's father, Sir Will- 
iam himself, must have been privy to the villany, or 
why should the girl have come to the house in which 
he lived. There was no time, and, as it seemed, no 
need to sort these tangled and contradictory fancies. 
The blow was struck with all the force he could 
command, and Audley dropped beneath it with a 
cry, in which fear and surprise and pain and rage all 
made themselves heard at once. The stiff deer- 
stalker hat the young man wore had saved him from 
the force of the blow, which would otherwise have 
been as murderous in effect as it was meant to be. 
The cudgel was raised again ; but in the very act of 
dealing his first blow Marsh had entangled his feet 
in a creeping brier, and the second stroke was wild 
and ineffectual. He dealt it so fiercely, that, miss- 
ing his mark, he staggered, and before he could re- 
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cover himself the man he had assailed was on his 
feet and at death-grips with him. Joe's heels flew 
up, and his unrecognizing adversary fell with him, 
and fastened both hands round his brawny throat. 
The two men snarled like dogs, and ihe woman's 
voice shrieked inarticulately. Joe held his bludgeon 
still, and grasping it in both hands, beat it crossways 
on his enemy's face until he partly released his hold. 
Then, half-throttled, he staggered to his feet. The 
air was torn with cries, and already voices were an- 
swering from the manor - house, and lights began to 
flicker about the stable-yard. 

"Help! Murder! Help!" shrieked Mrs. Audley, 
and the answering voices and advancing lights came 
charging wildly towards the scene. 

Joe Marsh gave one savage, half- dazed glance 
around him, and then, clambering the stile, dashed 
into the recesses of the wood, and lurked there in 
dead silence, while the lights and cries came nearer, 
guided by the girl's unceasing clamor. 

" Where is it ? What's the matter ?" 

A groom came tearing up with a stable-lantern in 
one hand, and a pitchfork in the other. 

"There has been murder done here!" cried the 
girl, breaking into hysteric sobs and tears. 

The groom tripped over the prostrate body of 
young Audley, and kneeling beside him broke into a 
cry. More men came racing up, and three or four 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A WASTED GfilME 143 

stable -lanterns made a dancing circle of pale light 
about the prostrate form. 

" It's Mr. Audley," said the man who had been 
first to arrive. ''He's been knocked about pretty 
nasty, seemingly. How did this come about ?" he 
asked, turning on the nurse, who was trembling from 
head to foot, and weeping without control. 

" No use asking her anything just now, Dan," said 
another. " Let's get the young gaflEer into the house. 
Is there any life left in him ?" 

The question was natural enough, for young Aud- 
ley lay without a sign of consciousness, his hat 
crushed over eyes and ears, and his face horribly bat- 
tered and blood-stained. 

" That's all very well," cried the man who knelt 
beside him. " Shake that wench into her senses one 
of you. The man as did this must be close at hand. 
Shut up that howling 1" he ejaculated, savagely, ris- 
ing to his feet and seizing Mrs. Audley by both 
shoulders. "Who done this?" he demanded, with 
a vigorous shake. 

"I don't know,'^ she answered. How could she 
tell, without revealing her own secret, and betraying 
her own brother ? 

" Didst see it done ?" the groom asked her. 

"Yes," she cried, distractedly. "I found them 
both fighting here." 

" Which ^ay did t'other man go ?" 
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" There," she responded, pointing along the dark 
edge of the plantation. "There into those shad- 
ows." 

Joe Marshy crouching in the undergrowth within 
hearing distance, trembled at the question and the 
answer, and rising stealthily, clutched his bludgeon 
again, and determined to fight to his last gasp ratiii^ 
than be taken. ^ 

" Is he dead ?" he heard a voice ask. 

"Aye," said another, " dead as a door -nail, poor 
young gentleman." 

Joe Marsh shook anew at this, and felt as if the 
halter were already tight about his neck. 

The man who had been first to arrive took the 
whole -matter in charge. " You two," he said, " take 
the young governor up to the house. The rest of ye 
come along with me. Directly you get up there," 
he added, " send a mounted messenger to the police- 
station — raise the hue-and-cry. Drop them lanterns, 
and come along wi' me. They'll be no good to us, 
and they'll only tell the cliap we're after him." 

Joe Marsh, listening from his place of shelter, 
heard the voices in retreat, and knew already that 
his sister had lied to save him. That was clear proof, 
however, that she had recognized him, and if it 
brought comfort at all, brought it for the moment 
only. He began to see that murder, even in the 
most righteous conceivable cause, was not a thing to 
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be easily hushed up, and this reflection led him to 
pray for his late adversary's life. Then again, he 
was five-and-twenty miles from home, and though 
his pursuers were off the track for the moment, in 
an hour the whole country-side might be in search 
of him. The cabman who had conveyed Mr. Aud- 
ley towards his father's house, and the man who had 
driven him in ■ pursuit of Mr. Audley, might easily 
be drawn together by the inquiries of the police, 
and between them would have a dangerous tale to 
tell. He had «o story which would hold water to 
account for his presence in the neighborhood, and if 
he were intercepted on his way home, he felt that it 
would go hard with him. In a little while, half en- 
couraged and half dismayed by the silence and the 
darkness, he crept out into the open, and stole away, 
starting at every chance sound of night, and seeing 
in every bush an officer. 

* * * * . * *. 

" What was that noise below ?" asked Sir William, 
testily. "Tell those. people to be quiet. Send Mrs. 
Allan here." 

" Mrs. Allan has gone out for a breath of fresh air, 
Sir William," said the nurse who sat with him. " I'll 
go down-stairs and see that everything is kept quiet, 
sir.'^ 

"Send Mrs. Allan to me when she comes," re- 
turned the invalid. "Who is that crying? . I won't 

10 
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have these noises in the house. Go and tell the peo- 
ple to be quiet, do you hear ?" 

The nurse slipped quietly from the room, and Sir 
William listened, in an eager, petulant way, to the 
tramping of feet, the noise of excited talk, and the 
sound of a weeping voice below. 

" Those people miss the master^s hand there," he 
said to himself, and wondering, with feeble anger^ 
what might be the cause of the disturbance, but find- 
ing that on the arrival of his messenger the sounds 
were hushed, he began to doze until he was awak- 
ened by the nurse's return. 

" Well," he demanded, half rising on his pillow ; 
" what's the matter thei'e ? Is Bedlam let loose ?" 

"A gentleman's been very badly hurt, sir," the 
nurse answered. " It happened close by, Sir Will- 
iam, and they've brought him here, Sir William." 

" Hurt ?" asked the master of the house. " How 
hurt? Who is he?" 

" I don't know the rights and wrongs of the thing. 
Sir William," the frightened nurse responded ; " but 
he's very badly hurt ; he's been found close by, and 
the servants have brought him here." 

" Let him be taken care of," said the baronet. 
" Let some one go for the doctor. You may tell me 
more about it in the morning. Let Mrs. Allan come 
to me as soon as she returns. You may go now. I 
am tired." 
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Apart from Sir William, there was not a soul in 
the house who did not know that the heir -apparent 
had returned to it in this unexpected and dreadful 
fashion. Nobody, however, as yet dared to break 
the news to his father. Audley's unconscious figure 
was carried to his own old chamber, and there laid 
upon the bed. His wife had half recovered from her 
agitation, and herself washed and bound his wounds. 
Marsh had struck him madly a score of times about 
the head and face, and he was in a terrible condition. 
An occasional moan declared a lingering conscious- 
ness. But his wife, from her limited experience, 
oould not guess whether he were merely stunned for 
the moment, or in grave danger. She recognized at 
least the necessity for self-control, and fouglit hard 
for it. 

She had courage enough of a sort, and when the 
first shock of horror blew over, she was ready to con- 
front the situation. Her husband had been unfail- 
ingly kind and devoted to her, and in a way she 
liked him. It was not in her nature to nourish a 
very pronounced affection for any one, and her at- 
tachment to Audley, though it was cool and shallow, 
was probably as sincere as her character allowed. 
She had always been ambitious, and burned to get 
on in the world, and even now, if Sir William should 
die unrelenting, and she should be left a widow, with 
no more than eight or nine thousand pounds for 
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her jointure, she had more than f alfilled her early 
dreams ; bnt, as her condact of the last month or two 
had clearly shown, she was resolved to have a great 
deal more than that. She meant to be mistress of 
Audley Manor, and now, when, for aught she knew, 
her husband lay in danger of his life, it was bitter to 
think that she might have wasted all the patience, 
all the talent, and all the countless arts of the accom- 
plished actress, she had brought to bear upion her en- 
terprise. 

When she had so far recovered as to be able to re- 
turn to her ordinary avocations, she went to Sir 
William's room, and found her charge asleep. She 
bestowed herself for the night in her customary fash- 
ion. In one corner of the room, cut oflE from the 
rest of the apartment by a lofty screen, she had a 
chair, a table, and a shaded lamp. She had, in the 
daytime, as many hours for sleep as she found need- 
ful, and it was her habit to pass the night in this 
corner in reading and sewing, or in building of such 
cloud-castles as took her fancy. That night she nei- 
ther read nor sewed, nor did she give up her mind 
to any flights of fancy. She turned down the lamp 
until the merest gleam of blue light was visible, and 
sat with her hands in her lap, looking straight before 
her, and thinking hard. She looked the facts in the 
face, and accurately realized her own position. There 
was the will she knew of, to begin with ; the testator 
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was quite well, and strong enough to sign it now, and 
might take it into his head to do so any day. In 
that case, all her hopes and ambitions went by the 
board at once. She would be my -lady, to be sure; 
but the title would be barren, and in those circum- 
stances a little worse than worthless. Then, suppos- 
ing Eobert to be fatally injured, how did she stand ? 
If he should die before his father, she would miss 
even the title, and in view of that contingency the 
mere name, so heartily despised a little while before,, 
seemed less contemptible. Call the fortune eight 
thousand pounds; suppose herself a widow, with that 
sum to live on ; and with the title to help her into 
society, to assist her to a new marriage, not so worth- 
less perhaps, after all, as it seemed. Suppose even 
that it were possible to bring the incensed father to 
relent towards his son, of what avail would that be, 
if the son were dead before him ? None to her. This 
night's work might throw everything into chaos. If 
Mrs. Audley could have had her way with brother 
Joe at any hour during that long, waking night, he 
would have found things hard to bear. The blun- 
dering fool and numskull ! She could have found it 
in her heart to set brother Joe over a slow fire. She 
heaped names of opprobrium on him as she sat in 
the dusk, staring with unseeing eyes through the dim 
circle of light about the half-extinguished lamp and 
into the mobile shadows of the wall beyond. The 
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girlish, innocent -looking face hardened, the pretty 
milk-white teeth clicked viciously together, and the 
rosy lips drew apart from them, as she told her own 
soul her opinion of brother Joe. Her vengeful hate 
of him was as sincere and real as it would have been 
if he had robbed her of a husband whom she passion- 
ately loved. She had loved, not Robert Audley, but 
the hopes he brought her; she had married, not 
Robert Audley, but ambition. If Robert Audley 
died, she would be called on to mourn, not him, but 
all her wasted chances. 

The little, clear-sighted mind scanned every inch 
of the ground again and again and again. She turned 
the bulPs-eye of her practical, heartless intelligence 
on to every patch of darkness, and when she came to 
sum up the results of her investigation, they simply 
amounted to this: that it would be a providential 
thing, and would save all further trouble, if Sir Will- 
iam should prove so obliging as to die before his 
son, and to die without signing the will she knew 
of. That simple, easy act would save all further 
trouble. This was — unfortunately from her point of 
view — mere theory and speculation. Sir William 
really seemed to be getting better and stronger every 
day. 

She had always believed that, if the necessary op- 
portunity wei*e aflEorded her, she could win him to 
her side. She knew now that she had made a favor- 
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able impreefiion upon him^ and once or twice, when 
he had been nnnsnally kind in manner towards her, 
she had felt a momentary impulse to declare the 
trath, and to throw her husband and herself upon 
his mercy. A certain tremor of doubt had always 
kept her back from that course, though perhaps she 
might have done worse than to adopt it. 

In a while she grew weary of hard thinking, and 
leaning back in her arm-chair, she began to drowse a 
little. Every now and again a tide of hate for brother 
Joe, and of contempt for •his egregious stupidity, 
would rouse her into wakefulness. At times a dull 
sense of pity for some half -recognized personage, 
who had been very clever, very patient, very long- 
suSering, and whose cause was lostj would stir her 
so far that she would wake to know that the perfion 
she pitied was herself ; but the burden of her drowsy 
fancy was, if only Sir William would die before 
Bobert. 
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CHAPTER IX 

Dr. Shorter made liis customary visit next morn- 
ing, and Nurse Allan received him with her usual 
manner, which was always lady-like, quietly alert, and 
expressive of a gentle desire to be of service. 

"And how is our patient, nurse?" said Dr. Short- 
er, with a cadaverous geniality, as if, as poor dear 
Charles Lamb said, " a ghost should laugh and shake 
his gaunt ^ides when yon are pleasant with him." 

" Sir William has had an , excellent night, Mr. 
Shorter." . 

"An excellent night," echoed Sir William, feebly, 
from the bed. "The best night I've had for months, 
Shorter." 

" That is well," returned the doctor, " extremely 
well." 

He went, by mere force of habit, through the ordi- 
nary professional hocus-pocus, feeling the patient's 
pulse, looking at his tongue, and so forth. " We are 
improving. Sir William — we are improving. I shall 
be glad to hear Sir John LepelPs opinion ; but, so far 
as my less efficient judgment goes, we are in a very 
fair way indeed to recovery." 
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"I am glad to hear you say that, Shorter," Sir 
William answered, in his feeble, queraloiis voice. 
" If I could only get out a little, I might shake off 
this lethargy altogether." 

"Let us not be premature, Sir William," the 
doctor urged. "Above all things, pray let us not be 
premature. Raw haste. Sir William, is half-sister to 
delay." 

Nurse Allan gave no sign in her smiling, tired, 
attentive face of the thoughts which had passed 
through Mrs. Audley's mind ten or twelve hours 
before, and yet the same fancy was at work. If Sir 
William had only been good enough to die, how ex- 
tremely convenient it would have been ! He seemed, 
however (like many old gentlemen whose demise 
would be a convenience to their successors), to be 
determined on the malachresse of living, and since 
that was so, there was nothing left but to make the 
best of it. 

"There's another patient in the house, Shorter," 
said Sir William. " We had a curious business here 
last night. Some poor fellow, hurt in some way, 
was brought here by my people. You had better see 
to him. " 

"Certainly, Sir William, certainly," the lean 
shadow answered, and so withdrew himself from the 
baronet's apartment. The nurse followed him, and 
overtook him in the corridor. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



154 A WASTED CRIME 

" Dr. Carr has already seen the gentleman, sir," she 
said, '^and he is being well looked after." 

^'Oh, in that case — " said Dr. Shorter, pausing in 
his walk. 

^^ Sir William wishes yon to see him also. He is 
not aware of the fact, bnt the gentleman who has 
been hnrt is Mr. Audley." 

"Mr. AudleyT 

" Mr. Robert, sir. Any of the servants will tell 
you." 

Dr. Shorter hastened on with quickened footsteps, 
the nurse guiding him, and presently came to the 
door of the suSerer^s chamber. Nurse Allan lingered 
outside, and the doctor entered alone. 

" Is it known how this happened ?" she heard him 
ask, after a brief interval of silence. 

"The poor young gentleman was assaulted last 
night, sir, by some poaching fellow down by the fir 
plantation." 

"Assaulted 3" said the doctor. " He's scarcely recog- 
nizable I What has Dr. Carr advised?" 

"He has sent this, sir, and has ordered a little weak 
brandy-and water and beef -tea at intervals." 

"Yes, yes; that is excellent. Nothing better can 
be done, for the time being. But Sir William spoke 
as if a stranger had been injured. He does not know 
that this is Mr. Audley?" 

"Oh dear, no, sir. Nobody has dared to tell him. 
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Mr. Andlej and Sir William have not been friends 
for a long time, and Sir William, not being verj 
strong just now — " 

" Quite right, nurse, quite right," said Dr. Shorter. 
"Sir William is growing stronger; but a shock like 
this might throw him back greatly. It might indeed 
be fatal to him. Let him by no means hear the 
news, until you have authority from Dr. Carr and 
myself," 

"Dr. Carr said the same thing, sir. It's quite 
understood by everybody that Sir William is not to 
know. Is the poor young gentleman in danger, sir ?" 

"In grave danger," the doctor answered, in a low 
tone, and the listener guessed that he was stooping 
over the unconscious figure of the patient. She waited 
to hear no more ; she went back, silent as a ghost, to 
resume her own duties. There Dr. Shorter presently 
reappeared, grave and professional, and giving no 
ftign of the secret of which he had just been ap- 
prised. Sir William signed to him to approach the . 
bed and sit down. The doctor obeyed his gesture. 

"Who is that poor fellow?" the patient asked. 
" How was he hurt ?" 

"He has been brutally assaulted," the medical man 
answered.. "Inquiries," he added, "are /certain to 
be made, and we shall be able to assure oui*selves as 
to his identity by-and-by." 

"A gentleman?" asked Sir William. 
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"Undoubtedly a gentleman," Dr. Shorter an- 
swered. "At least," he cried, intercepting himself, 
"so far as one can judge from his aspect and his 
dress." 

"No letters — no documents — no card -case, no 
crest ? Nothing to identify him by ?" 

"Nothing, Sir William." 

"Ah, well, I am not strong enough to see him. 
Let him be taken care of, and let me know how he 
goes on." 

" Our young friend here. Sir William," said Dr. 
Shorter, not unwilling to change the theme, " is look- 
ing a little pale and harassed." 

He spoke in an undertone, and the patient moved 
his eyelids in assent, and, with a scarcely perceptible 
nod of the head, replied : 

"She's a good nurse, Shorter, a queen among 
nurses." 

" She should not be allowed to overwork hersdf . 
Allow me. Sir William, to prescribe a little fre^h air 
for her now and then. A little fresh air, a little dis- 
traction. She is young for the duties she has under- 
taken." 

" By all means. Shorter," the baronet said ; " keep 
Mrs. Allan in good order, whatever you do. I can't 
do without her." 

The doctor had a little private interview with the 
nurse, and told her how necessary it was to take fresh 
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air now and then, and to preserve her mind from 
over-anxiety. 

** Thanks very much to your tact and skill, Mrs. 
Allan," he was so good as to say, " our patient is 
progressing excellently. With complete repose and 
quiet and careful nursing we may yet do wonders." 

He wrote out a prescription for her, for he was ^ 
practitioner of the old school, and without that act no 
professional interview seemed to his mind complete. 

The nurse went back to Sir William, and found him 
in an unusually talkative mood. The affair of last 
night appeared to have excited him. 

" Come and.sit down here, nurse," he said. " I can't 
speak loudly, and I want to talk to you. Who found 
this unfortunate gentleman ?" 

"I saw what happened. Sir William," she replied. 

"You saw it!" he ejaculated, struggling to his 
elbow, but falling immediately back again. "How 
was that ?" 

"Tou must not excite yourself," she told him, 
gravely. 

" No, no," he answered, with a hasty impatience. 
" Go on. Tell me what you know." 

"I went out," she said, "at about nine o'clock last 
night, just to breathe the fresh air. I walked towards 
the plantation. It was all dark and quiet, and I ex- 
pected to find nobody about the grounds. I heard 
voices close by the stile which leads to the fir wood. 
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Then I heard a blow and a cry. It was too dark to 
see anything distinctly ; but I know that two men 
struggled and fell together. They fought on the 
ground, and when I shrieked for help, one of jthe 
men got up and ran away along the edge of the plan- 
tation. They heard me at the stables, and five or six 
of the men came running down. They found Mr. 
— they foutd the gentleman lying unconscious and 
dreadfully disfigured." 

Sir William turned his eyes upon her face, and 
looked at her oddly. 

"Whom did they find r 

" The — the gentleman I told you of. The gentle- 
man they brought here." 

"You were going to speak his name," said Sir 
William, rolling his gray head on the pillow, and fix- 
ing his glance full upon her. 

"7%d shock might posdbly prove f(ital to him /" 

The words rang in her ears, and had a horrible sig- 
nificance. The result of her thinking through last 
night's long vigil was clearly in her mind. Sir 
William was in the way — terribly in the way. The 
will bpre no signature as yet, but if the intending 
testator should live beyond the limit of her hus- 
band's life, she was undone. And — "the shock 
might possibly be fatal to him!" Suppose she 
told her news. Suppose the doctor were a nervous 
fool, and there should prove to be nothing in 
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his fears — how did she know what might happen? 
How did she know that the intelligence of his son's 
mishap, the news that he lay in danger under the 
roof which now for eight months had ceased to 
shelter him, might not melt the old man's lieart, and 
bring about a final reconciliation? And — the shock 
might possibly prove fatal 1 And the old man was 
horribly in the way. Suppose she let the thing slip 
out — would that be murder? 

"Ton were going to speak his name," said Sir 
William a second time. It seemed as if he had last 
spoken quite a considerable while before, though, as 
a matter of fact, the pause had lasted but a second 
or two. 

"I? No," she said. "You must take no notice 
of me. Sir William ; I am not quite myself. I am 
rather tired, and after what happened last night my 
mind seems to be all unhinged." 

" You were going to speak his name !" Sir William 
repeated. She had meant to speak his name, and to 
drop it, as if by accident, but her nerve had failed 
her ever there. Now that the full possible conse- 
quence of the speech came clearly before her, she 
failed completely, and yet, perhaps, she had gone too 
far already. In that case she was innocent, for she 
had said nothing, and meant to say nothing, unless 
the* truth were dragged from her. 

" I beg you. Sir William," she answered, " not to 
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excite yourself. You are very far from strong. I 
will find out everything for you as soon as possible." 

"You are keeping something from me," he de- 
clared, half -rising in bed, with a flash of his old im- 
perious temper. " What is it ? What brought those 
men in my grounds ?" 

" You must not excite yourself, Sir William," she 
answered. She soothed him, half in pretence and 
half in earnest. One side of her mind impelled her 
that way; the other side clamored at her to tell the 
truth, and to see what the result might be. She took 
pains to indicate rather than to conceal her perturba- 
tion, allowing her eyes to wander this way and that, 
and permitting to her features the full play they 
naturally sought. She was not acting. She was only 
abstaining from acting, but that did as well. 

" I insist," said the baronet. " I see by your face 
that you are concealing something from me — ^some- 
thing I have a right to know. I am not a fool, 
madam. I guess, and I have guessed for weeks past, 
more than you fancy." 

She shrank back from him with clasped hands and 
parted lips, and eyes wide open, staring at him as if 
he were a ghost. 

*' Speak!" he cried, passionately. His agitation 
had already so far mastered him, that his voice was 
scarcely audible, but he was alive in every fibre, *and 
his eyes burned intensely. " Speak !" 
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A great fear of herself fell on her, and she was 
scarcely able to obey him. 

"For Heaven's sake, Sir William," she panted, 
" for your own sake, don't ask ! Lie still." She laid 
her hands npoh his shoulders and half-coaxed, half- 
forced him backward to the pillow. He lay there 
panting, but kept his eyes on hers. His lips moved 
to the same urgent monosyllable, though scarcely a 
whisper passed them — " Speak!" 

"They say," she said, trembling, *' that the injured 
gentleman is — " 

"Go on!" 

" They say that it is Mr. Audley ! Tour eldest 
son. Sir William." 

He closed his eyes, a gray pallor overspread his 
face, and he drew his breath sharp and short like a 
man who had received a blow. She stood wondering 
and quaking, watching him. His eyes opened and 
turned to her. 

" I guessed it," he said, breathing the words at her 
in a husky whisper. "And you? Were you there 
to meet him ?" 

She clasped her hands and besought him with a 
look, but made no further answer. Her own face 
was as white as his. Sir William's attenuated white 
hand lay outside the bedclothes — mere skin and bone 
— and so delicate with long illness that it looked 
half-transparent. He touched the bedclothes above 
11 
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his chest with his middle finger twice or thrice, and 
with his gray and haggard glance still fixed upon 
her, panted : . 

"You thought you were fooling me. I half 
guessed, long ago. Am I right? K it worth your 
while to deny the truth ?'* 

She fell upon her knees; with her face between 
her hands, and sobbed bitterly. Her tears relieved 
her, and, after all, the strain and terror of the situa- 
tion were natural enough. And yet they were meant 
to have some weight with Sir William too, and to 
make some appeal for forgiveness to his mind. 

" There," he said, " that will do. Ton may go. 
Send my nurse here. I am tired." 

She rose to her feet, and cast one despairing glance 
at him through her tears. There was no need for her 
to go, for he was oblivious of her presence. His face 
had fallen to a paler shade of gray, and the lower jaw 
hung relaxed, with an almost death-like look. She 
stood and wondered, exultantly hopeful and horrified 
at once. Had the news killed him ? Even if it had, she 
was innocent ; there was no punishment, even from 
her own conscience, for such a deed. It was accident, 
all of it, pure accident ; anybody might have told him. 

She bathed his brows with perfume, and trickled 
wine between his pale lips, a teaspoonf ul at a time. 
His head moved, as if he unconsciously rejected the 
aid thus offered him. She desisted from her efforts 
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and sat down by his bedside to watch. In a little time 
the swoon — ^if swoon it were — melted into sleep, and 
his breathing, though faint, grew regular. But no 
sign of color came back to his gray face. If any mis- 
chief came to pass, it was her handiwork, and yet she 
was innocent. Not only innocent, but undiscoverable ; 
not to be arraigned by any earthly tribunal. Scarcely 
by wny tribunal, earthly or heavenly. Conscience is 
curiously malleable — ^you can work it to what shape 
you will. 

The still gray face and tlie scarcely audible breath- 
ing alarmed her. She would be wanting in duty, 
and, what was far worse, would be laying herself open 
to misconstruction, if she allowed the evident symp- 
toms of the sufferer to pass unregarded. Sir Will- 
iam's younger son was in the house. She sought 
him out and held a hasty consultation with him. 

"A dreadful change has taken place in your 
father, Mr. Audley. Dr. Shorter was here a little 
more than an hour ago, and found him compara- 
tively strong and well. I can't help thinking that it 
will be best at once to telegraph for Sir John Lepell ; 
and to send a messenger for the other gentlemen." 

"Do whatever you think necessary, Mrs. Allan," 
said the young man, gravely. " My father trusts you, 
and the doctors trust you. Take the whole thing in 
your own hands. It's only a question of money, and 
nobody minds that." 
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The younger son was having a dull life of it, and in 
spite of the added anxiety this news brought him, he 
found it a relief to mount on horseback and clatter 
off to the neighboring town to summon Sir John, 
and then to race about the country in pursuit of the 
local practitioners. Messrs. Carr and Shorter were in 
the house within two hours, and stood aghast at the 
condition of their patient. Sir William's pulse had 
sunk to a mere thread, and was scarcely perceptible 
to the softest, velvet -accustomed touch. His tem- 
perature had fallen by four or five degrees, and 
altogether he seemed like one rapidly sinking towards 
the grave. 

" That old aneurism !" said Carr. " I have known 
of it this twenty years. The heart's action is failing 
fast. Has anything happened to shock Sir William, 
nurse?" 

" Nothing that I know of, sir," she answered. It 
seemed for the moment necessary to stand by that 
deception, and perhaps Sir William might never rally 
to expose her. It was neck-or-nothing now, and she 
went on, as composedly as she might. " He flew into 
a great passion two hours ago, and fell back faint- 
ing." 

" That accounts for it," said Shorter. " That ex- 
citable temperament of his! This looks serious, 
Carr." 

The rubicund man shook his head, and the gaunt 
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professional nodded up and down, like a horse above 
his manger. 

" One of us had better stay here," said Shorter, 
"and await Sir John. I have an important case or 
two." 

" There is nothing that calls for my attention par- 
ticularly this afternoon," said Carr. " I'll stay, and 
set you free, if it obliges you." 

It was BO arranged, and Dr. Carr made himself 
comfortable in the library, with a whiskey-and-soda, a 
cigar, and a volume of Va/nity Fair. Except in 
obstetric cases, the good man had but little leisure, 
and the rest was not unpleasant to him. 

Afternoon sank into evening, and evening faded 
into night. Dinner was served, and the half-expect- 
ant second heir presided at the table, with Dr. Carr 
for his sole companion. His father and his elder 
brother lay in deep unconsciousness above him, and 
nurse Allan made ghost-like excursions from one sick- 
chamber to the other. • 

Robert Audley had lain insensible for nigh on 
four-and-twenty hours, and his father slept — perhaps 
for the last time. To her guilty mind it looked as if 
it might be a race for death between them. Sir 
William had dismissed her, and she was sure that 
her own patiently-executed plan had broken down. 
" That will do, you may go," So he had spoken, and 
that curt good-bye had sounded like the death-knell 
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of her hope. She had played her hand, and if Sir 
William woke to conscionsness again, he had bat to 
sign the will, to carry beyond her reach the splendid 
estate which, with long thinking of, had almost 
grown to seem to belong to her. In all those lonely 
watchful nights she had seen herself rich, titled, 
honored; the centre of a little court of her own, 
queening it over women who were well-born, and had 
had a thousand advantages of social life, and school- 
ing, which had been denied to her. Many and many 
a night, in the pale light of the half-extinguished 
lamp, she had surveyed her own face and figure in 
the glass, and had quite easily arrived at the convic- 
tion that she was handsomer and more distinguished- 
looking than ninety women in a hundred. She knew 
she had, in spite of all the disadvantages of her be- 
ginning, the look and actions and manner of a lady. 
She had been horn out of the sphere which she was 
fit to honor, and her gorge rose at the thought of 
the silly inanities who were dropped in Fortune's 
silken lap, and were nurtured there without one 
atom of deserving. She had merited something out 
of the baseness of her own surroundings; out of the 
black darkness of her natal night she had struggled 
painfully towards what dawn of womanhood and 
refinement she could see. Little by little she had 
trained herself to know and to understand whatever 
was lovely and of good repute. She owed nothing, 
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except to her own brains, and to her own' indomi- 
table will and energy. She told herself, passionately, 
that she merited to have Fortune on her side. 

''Tis not in mortals to command snccess, 
Bat we'U do more, Sempronins ; we'll deserre it." 

She felt that she had deserved it. She had 
triumphed in a thousand sordid struggles, and but 
for the malignant hand of Fate, which used that 
degraded figure of a brother Joe as a pawn in the 
great game of life they played together, she might 
have won completely. She was not entirely without 
philosophy, and she saw that it was hard to check- 
mate Destiny. It is no fair game which is played 
between Fortune and the individual opponent. The 
goddess, whom foolish mythologists have pictured 
blindfolded, carries cards up her sleeve. She loads 
her dice, and throws what number she pleases. She 
brings back bishop and castle and queen to the board 
long after you have taken them. Ton checkmate her, 
and by some vicious, indisputable sleight of hand the 
board is changed, and you yourself are checkmated. 

Here the game hung on the liazard of the throw 
indeed. Should it please Fate to carry away Robert 
Audley, there and then, title and fortune vanished. 
Should it please Fate to bear away Sir William, but 
a simple five minutes before his son's demise, she 
was my-lady, rich for life. 
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Side by eide the two seemed to float down the 
dark river, and the noise of that last cataract, over 
vrhich all living souls must tumble, seemed to sound 
already in her ears. The one urgent question was : 
which of the two would take the earlier plunge? 

Nobody had told her that a shock might kill Sir 
William. She had been unwarned, and if her sudden 
revelation of the truth had been indiscreet, was she 
to blame? 

There is nothing in the world more malleable than 
conscience. 



^ 
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CHAPTER X 

« 

"Sir John Lepkll, Sir William." 

The old man, who had lain on the border between 
sleeping and waking, raised his heavy eyelids with an 
eflfort, and looked at her. 

" Sir John Lepell, Sir William," she repeated. 

" Very well," he answered. *'Go." 

She looked at him with a tearless appeal, bat he 
waved a fretful hand against her, the merest pettish 
motion of the fingers, and turned his head aside upon 
his pillow. His lips formed the word again, and she 
left the room. At the other end of the corridor lay 
her husband, and an awful interest drew her to his 
side. They were all in the hands of Fate — but what 
would Fate do with them ? 

The nurse who had so long been her colleague 
watched at the side of her husband's bed, and in 
answer to her look of inquiry, raised her eyebrows 
and pursed her mouth. The response was as easily 
translatable to her mind as if it had been conveyed 
in words. She moved across the room and looked 
down upon the man who only yesterday had been a 
model of manly strength and beauty, and who had 
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loved her with all his heart and soul. That moved 
her little, if at all, though she thought about it. She 
had other and more important considerations in her 
mind than grief for anybody. If it were anyhow to 
be arranged, she would see that she at least stood 
without cause to grieve. As for other people, it was 
their duty to take care of themselves. Every one for 
himself, arid if the devil took the hindmost, whose 
affair was that? She felt quite piteously that it might 
not always be the fault of the hindmost that he was 
taken, but — 

If by any cast of Fate she were to win in this 
tangled and mysterious game, she had to play for 
the future in more ways than one. If Robert lived 
— if he outlived his father— it would not be bearable 
to have it said that she had been utterly callous 
about him. It would not do to have it said that her 
bearing at this dreadful time had indicated nothing 
but a waiting for the dead men's shoes. All the 
same, it was no part of hers to betray herself to this 
mere hireling, who had taken upon herself, for pay, 
the task which Mrs. Audley had espoused for— an- 
other form of pay. The game was to reconcile 
the actual present with what might be in the future. 
It was not going too far to take the unconscious 
patient^s hand in both her own, to lean over the uri- 
recognizirig face, and let a tear fall on it. It was 
not going too far even to be a little agonized in 
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expression when she turned upon her husband's 
nurse and said, what an- awful, awful, awful time it 
was ! 

"Both stricken down together! Was ever any 
family so unhappy? They quarrelled. They may 
never live to be reconciled." 

Well, all that told nothing, and told much. If 
things turned out as they should do, she had shown 
feeling enough — and if the worst came to the worst, 
she had not been insensible. She could neither con- 
trol nor foretell the move which Fate might make, 
but at least she could see that her own game was 
close and well-rea6on6d. 

The game stood thus: 

Robe/t Audley's widow, with a mere eight or nine 
thousand pounds. 

Robert Audley's widow with a title and a fortune. 

Fate to play. 

« « « « « * 

" You have had a shock, Audley," said Sir John. 
" You consulted me twenty years ago, and I never 
forget a patient. That aneurism of the heart had 
always been your danger. .Three or four days ago 
you were looking well enough. What has happened 
since to throw you back like this? Don't agitate 
yourself. Don't answer at all, if you don't feel fit 
for it." 

" What time is it ?" Sir William asked. 
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"It's nearly midnight." 

** Nearly midnight? I've slept ten hours. Give 
me something, Lepell. I want to talk to you." 

Sir John searched the dim room, and found a jelly 
and a decanter of wine. He fed his patient, and held 
the wineglass to his lips. 

" That will do you good, Audley. Take it. Now, 
whatever you do, don't excite yourself. There is 
nothing so important to you just now as your own 
health. Keep quiet, and you will be all right. Ex- 
cite yourself, and you may do more damage than you 
guess of." 

" I am quite calm, Lepell," the baronet answered, 
"I've had a shock, but that's over. My boy — 
you know my boy?" The physician nodded. "He 
married without my consent. He came and told 
me — he's a loyal, honest fellow — a good lad, 
Lepell. He came and told me that he was going to 
marry some girl of the common people. X sent hira 
to the devil I" 

" Don't excite yourself, Audley." 

" No, no, I won't. Tou know my nurse ? Mrs. 
Allan, she calls herself. She is my daughter-in- 
law." 

Lepell nodded, as if to signify attention, but Sir 
William's mind, preternaturally acute at the moment, 
caught another meaning in the gesture. 

" You knew that ?" 
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« Yes/' said Lepell, " I knew it.'' 

" Poor Bob was always a fool," said Sir William, 
"and I thought he had been taken by some Dulcinea 
of the coal-banks. The girl, without guessing it, has 
told me her own history. She wasn't a lady, to 
begin with; but she's a good creature, Lepell, she's a 
good creature; and if you met her in a drawing- 
room — eh ?" 

"If I met her for the first time in a drawing- 
room," Lepell answered, "and was introduced to her 
as the wife of Mr. Audley, I should not be in the 
least surprised, or disposed to make inquiries about 
her antecedents." 

"That's what I feel, Lepell," the baronet an- 
swered — "that's what I feel. If she hadn't have 
loved the lad, she'd never have taken so much care 
of me. My boy has been assailed by some ruflBan 
fellow here, and I suspect a brother of the girl. 
He came here a while ago, breathing threats of 
slaughter. A hulking ruffian of a fellow. I think, 
Lepell—" 

" Take a little more wine, Audley. Perhaps you'd 
better not talk any more now." 

" It doesn't matter. I'm booked, in any case. If 
ever you come to my time of life — and want — to 
arrange accounts before you go — " 

" Audley, you must not excite yourself." 

"That matters nothing. Leave me alone. The 
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girl's a good girl, Lepell. She's pretty. She has the 
manners of a lady, and the look of one. If the boy 
lives, I shall be quite contented. He might have done 
mnch worse, after all. I don't need to ask yon any 
questions. I am beyond medicine, and I know it. 
I won't hurt the lad. Go and look at him, Lepell — 
do what you can for him. Carr 's in the house, I 
think." 

" Yes, I have seen him." 

" What does he say ? Oh, you can tell me, man. 
Nothing can hurt me now, any more than it can help 
me. What does he say ?" 

" He tells me the poor lad has been insensible for 
more than four-and-twei)ty hours. That looks bad." 

"Yes," said Sir William, "that looks very bad in- 
deed. I say, Lepeir, I wish you wouldn't go so far 
away. This confounded bed won't stay in its place. 
I am sinking." 

The physician bent over his patient for a moment, 
and drew a little vial from his waistcoat -pocket. - 
He took the wineglass he had handled a minute or 
two before from its place on the stand at the bed- 
side, and poured out carefully a measured number of 
drops. He diluted these with water, and putting his 
arm under the patient's head, coaxed the compound 
between his lips. The color in the sinking man's 
face revived, and intelligence beamed anew in the 
eyes from which it had begun to fade. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A WASTED CRIME 175 

' " That's a fine pick-me-up, Lepell," said Sir Will- 
iam. " Give me a little more." 

"No," said the physician. "That's enongh for the 
moment. It's sovereign in its way, but it's dangerous 
if you take too much of it. I guessed what was 
wrong with you when I got Shorter's telegram, and 
I put that in my pocket to provide against con- 
tingencies." 

"Ah, well!" said the baronet, "I'm strong enough 
to be left alone for a little while. Go and see the lad, 
and do what you can, Lepell. Send his wife to me." 

The physician half rose, and the sick man laid a 
feeble finger on his sleeve. 

"Don't go," he whispered. " I've something more 
to say. I can't bear to be bothered now," he went 
on, the physician stooping his ear to listen. " Don't 
tell her of anything I have said. She'll be wanting to 
thank me, and I can't stand it. I like the girl," he 
said, speaking with greater and greater feebleness, 
"and I hope, for her sake, that poor Bob will get 
better. Now," he continued, with a final effort, "go 
and see him, and send the girl to me. I like to have 
her near me." 

Sir John took the thin hand within his own, and 
gave it a friendly pressure. He went away, and once 
outside the door became aware of a shadowy figure in 
the corridor, where a single gas-lamp burned at a con- 
6i(Jer?^bIe distance. 
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"Mrs. Audley !" He took her hands in both his 
own, and drew them gently away from her tear- 
stained face. " Sir William wishes to have you near 
him, I am going to see your husband. Sir William 
has been a great deal excited of late, and if you value 
his life at all, you will do your best to keep him 
quiet. I sha'n't be long away — probably. But, in 
case I should be detained, you had better take charge 
of this. If Sir William should show signs of sinking, 
give him ten drops in half a wineglassful of water — 
ten drops. No more." 

"Is it dangerous?" she asked. 

" An overdose might be fatal. Ten drops at the 
outside, Mrs. Audley; and, remember, only in case of 
evident prostration." 

"You may trust me, Sir John," she answered. 

"I know that, my dear," said the great physician, 
and laid a fatherly, pitying hand on the bronze-gold 
of her beautiful hair. He had no children of his 
own, and his wife had been dead these many years, 
but hard-bitten as his practice had made him, he was 
full of sympathy and loving-kindness for all signs of 
family aflFection. As an old man of the world, he 
knew that there might be some little touch of self- 
interest in the girl's mind, but that was blameless 
enough, and she had nursed her unrecognizing 
father-in-law with an astonishing assiduity. Con- 
sidering how proud Sir William was, how inaccessible 
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to the Bort of appeal jt was in her power to convey 
to him, Sir John thought the little woman's devotion 
rather remarkable, on the whole, and the hand he 
laid upon her head conveyed something Hke a father- 
ly blessing. 

She had given her conscience to Sir John Lepell a 
long time ago now, and she took that touch of his 
hand to mean pure pity. To her mind it said : 
"You have failed, my dear, and I am sorry for you." 
She went back to her duty without a word, holding 
the little vial in her hand. 

Sir William saw her as she entered, and closed his 
eyes, veiling an inward smile. He would have her 
gratitude and affection by-and-by. The lad would 
live— he felt an 'inward certainty that would not be 
denied. For himself, there was little enough of 
worldly time left. He was a bit of a heathen, and 
troubled but little about his spiritual accounts; but 
he had been a loyal, upright gentleman all his days, 
had done no wilful wrong to anybody, had helped 
many, and forgiven much; and a certain satisfied 
softness crept over his soul ; as he thought that he 
might live just long enough to reconcile himself to 
his eldest son, and to forgive the boy's defiance of 
his wishes. Somehow, in that misty, intermediate 
region in which he hung between the here and the 
hereafter, there was a sense of peace and pardon, a 
touch of friendly humor, pathetic, if he had had the 

12 
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strength, the physical strength, to indulge a touch of 
pathos, but with a halo of honest, hannless fun 
about it. He lay half awake and saw, as if in a 
dream, the recalcitrant Bob approaching him with 
hands out, apologetic looks, and met him with a 
severe and magisterial brow. He heard his own 
voice speaking: "1 thought I had told you, you 
scoundrel, to come here no more." 

His son's voice sounded on the wakeful inward 
ear, sleepy as all the outer senses were, and said: 
" You told me that, dad ; but I can't quarrel with 
you. How can I live without my father's love ?" 

He kept up the comedy, with a rich, sleepy enjoy- 
ment in it. 

" You knew what I hoped for you^ you knew what 
. I meant. You defied me deliberately, and with your 
eyes open to the consequences,. If you had married 
a lady— " 

He was in that half- waking, half- sleeping state 
where a man not only dreams, but makes his dreams. 
He had prepared Bob's response beforehand, and 
yet, when it came, he relished it as if it had been 
unexpected. 

" I ha/ve married a lady, sir." 

^^A school-mistress in a national school, the sister of 
an ignorant brute of a potato salesman !" 

"And yet a lady." 

So the prepared, scarce recognized reply came 
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back to him, in his son's living voice, with his son's 
gestare, and the flash of the honest quixotic eyes he 
knew and loved ^o well. " A lady, and better than 
a lady. A tender, true, devoted woman — a woman 
with a woman's heart, as good, as loyal, as affec- 
tionate as ever beat." 

" I know it !" cried the dreamer, and awoke sud- 
denly to the sound of his own voice. 

"What's the matter? Let me help you. Sir 
William." 

"Nothing. I am faint and low. I have been 
dreaming. Give me something to pull me together, 
for God's sake — quick !" 

She hesitated, looking round the chamber with 
hunting hands and eyes. 

"Quick!" he gasped.' " Sir John Lepell left some- 
thing. So many drops — quick !" 

"Pray," she said, " don't excite yourself. Sir Will- 
iam. I will give you your drops in a moment." Slie 
took the little vial from the chimney-piece with a 
steady hand, quickly but steadily she sought and 
found the wineglass. 

If he were at his last gasp, it was scarcely worth 
her while to peril her immortal soul. 

He swung a wasted arm violently, with anguish in 
his face. 

" Quick ! For God's sake, quick I" 

In the face of an appeal so urgent a little inac- 
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curacy in respect to the number of drops enjoined as 
an ordinance by a physician might well pass unre- 
garded. That cleared her conscience. Her mind was 
as steady as a rock, or would have been, if she had 
willed it so. If it trembled,^ who was to say that 
that was her fault! Fifty drops for ten, or, for 
that matter, sixty — was it her fault if the wild ap- 
peal froni the bed disturbed her and shook her 
nerve to pieces? 

" Quick ! quick !" The voice was the merest gasp, 
and she hung between expected death and intended 
murder. 

The baronet sank upon his pillow gasping still, but 
more than half recovered from the spasm which had 
so alarmed him. He stretched out his weak hand 
with the mere beginning olf a gesture, and she 
smiled. She set one rounded, supple arm beneath 
his head, and raised liim somewhat. He looked' at 
her, with a smile made pitiful by an unwilling con- 
tortion of his face. • 

"You will be better after this," she said, and put 
the draught to his pale lips. His head nodded in as- 
sent, and his eyebrows weakly supplemented thanks. 
He looked with all the gratitude of his heart in his 
eyes, and she looked down and sjniled. He sipped, 
and she tilted the glass at his lips. He coughed i 
little and lay back smiling at her. 

"My dear," he said, feebly, "I sha'n't last long; 
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but I'm glad that I had a chance to know you. I 
cursed poor Bob for marrying you. I was mistaken. 
Boys will be boys; Bob took his way. I married 
against mfiy father's will-— There's something very 
strange the matter here. Call Bob, my dear. I must 
see Bob. I must tell Bob that we are friends again. 
I can't — I won't die until—" 

* * * * * * 

She was a murderess and a fool ! In the hideous 
quiet of the half-hour which followed Sir William's 
last uneasy breath, she had tiq[ie to recognize that fact. 

She placed the glass bottle and the vial, and when 
Sir John Lepell entered the room, he found, as he 
fancied, both his patient and the nurse asleep. He 
shook the nurse by the shouldera. 

"Mrs. Audley," he said, in a deep whisper, 
"come this way. Don't disturb Sir William. I 
have good news for you." 

" What news ?" she panted. 

" Those stupid people hadn't noticed a fracture of 
the frontal bone. There was the least little pressure 
on the brain — a mere incision enabled me to remove 
it. Your husband is conscious, and is asking for 
you. Sir William is reconciled already, and to-mor- 
row — I have a bed here for the night — to-morrow I 
hope to assist at a family reconciliation." 

She stood with bent head and drooping eyelids, 
saying nothing. 
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" Joy never kills, my dear Mrs. Audley," said the 
good physician. " You'll find yonr hnsband con- 
scious, but you must be very careful with him. Go, 
my dear ; and take your own time. I'll watch Sir 
William." 

She went intO'the corridor without a word, but 
once alone in the half -dark she writhed her hands 
above her head. 

" A wasted crime ! A wasted crime ! But who 
will ever know it ?" 

And " Qod .'" said her soul to her soul. 
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CHAPTER XI 

The room was strangely silent, to Sir John LepelPs 
fancy, and though he listened with a strained atten- 
tion, he could catch no sound of breathing. This 
startled him a little, for though the patient had never 
for the last week or two been in the least degree 
likely to recover, and although he had in fact been 
sinking towards actual death, there had been nothing 
to indicate so sudden a collapse. The physician ap- 
proached the bdd silently and swiftly, and took Sir 
William^s hand in his own. There was not the 
faintest pulsation at the wrist, though the skin was 
still warm and supple. Sir John leaned over and 
laid a hand about the region of the heart, and as he 
did so, started back with a sudden look of wonder. 
The scent of the potion he bad himself prepared for 
his patient was strong, and not to be mistaken. 
There was an odor of it about the dead man's lips, 
an odor so pronounced that he knew, in less time 
than it takes to tell it, that a fatal overdose must 
have been administered. He stood for a minute with 
a strange look of stem wonder in his face, and then 
went groping and peering about the darkened cham- 
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ber until he found the vial on the mantel- piece. 
He took it up, and, falling on one knee, held it to 
the faint glimmer of the nurse's lamp. There was 
something very like horror in his look as he resumed 
his feet, and stood nursing the vial in both hands. 
He made one or two irresotute motions towards the 
bell-pull, arid, at last conquering his own indecision, 
walked to it with a rapid, step and rang a peal which 
brought an answering doilbestic instantly. 

"Tour master is dead," said the physician, with 
quiet gravity. " Send Mrs. Allan to me at once, in 
the library. Tell the other ^ nurse to attend Sir 
Eobert.'^ ,; 

The woman went. her:;w^y in pursuance of his 
orderfe, and Sir John descended to the Kbrary. There, 
be turned up the gas aad again inspected the vial 
and' its contents. . He wae.^^o epgaged when the girl 
Entered with a noiseless st^p and stpod before him 
with downcast eyes; : .; ,; r - ^ . 

. "You sent fdr me. Sir John?" ; 

"I did," he answered,; in' a voice which startled 
l>er. "Look at that!" 

She struggled hard for self- pcMSsession, but the 
blow was dealt too swiftly and unexpectedly. Her 
face blanched,. and her eyes opened wide with fear. > 

"You and I," 6aid Sjr John, "know what that 
means." 

She stood befote him altogether helpless. Her 
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guilty sonl refused to prompt h4r by a word, but she 
cowered more and more away from her accuser, and 
at last^ in the extremity of her fear, her quaking 
limbs- gave way, and she fell on her knees be- 
fore him. 

"You poisoned that poor old man," said the phy- 
siciaUj^in a voice so sternly suppressed that it only 
.just reached her ear. "His heart was full of love 
and forgiveness. In a day or two he would have 
gone to his rest without a push from your fiendish 
hand to help him. You would have had everything 
you craved for, and you have murdered him, to; lose 
it all!" :, . 

She regarded him with abject fear, and could not 
even yet find a word for protest or denial. And, in- 
deed, in her own heart she knew it was too late. ; It 
was useless to defend herself now, for her face; and 
attitude had made a full confession from the first,./ 

"I am not yet certain of my duty," Sir John con- 
tinued; "but at least your presence shall pollute; 
this house no longer. Stay here. Make an eflFort^to; 
evade me, resist my orders in any one particular, and: 
I make my charge to the police.'^ 

He left her there, and she fell forward, with her^ 
hands and face resting upon the leather-covered arm; 
of a great chair. She had no tears, and no repent- 
ance, but the scorching sense of a dry remorse was 
already in her heart. Remorse and terror made 
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up between them tte whole sum of her wretched 
being. 

Sir John gave his orders to the servants. His in- 
structions were that Nurse Allan's belongings should 
be packed at once, and that the fLj in which he had 
driven from the local station should be in readiness. 
When all was prepared, he returned to the detected 
criminal. 

" Your luggage is packed and in the hall," he said. 
" You will dress at once and come with me." 

She obeyed him automatically, in a sort of dull 
wonder that under such an agony of fear she should 
have the power to move at all. She went up the 
familiar staircase and along the familiar corridor, and 
past the room in which the dead body of the victim 
of her lust of greed was even then being prepared 
for its last resting-place. She heard whispering 
voices, and caught the sound of rustling dresses as 
she went by. She reached her room, found the cloak 
and bonnet which, by Sir John's order, had been left 
in readiness for her, and attired herself. Then a new 
horror fell upon her, and she dreaded so to pass that 
fatal room again that she could scarcely force herself 
to act against her fear. She got by at last, with a 
staggering and uncertain walk, and came down the 
stairs to join Sir John in the wide entrance-hall. He 
gave a mere gesture of the head, and a man-servant, 
who stood in readiness, opened the door. The lights 
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of the fly burned in the outside darkness of the night. 
Nurse Allan's baggage was already piled on top of 
the vehicle, and she walked out without one lingering 
look at the house of which she should have been the 
guiltless and honored mistress. She took her place 
in the fly, and Sir John sat down beside her. She 
was conscious of the movement of repulsion with 
which he drew away from a momentary contact with 
her arm, and there was a sting in that, though a dull 
one. She had not been used to think herself re- 
pulsjye. 

There was a long dark drive to the railway station, 
and while Sir John discharged the flyman and bought 
her ticket for London, she, finding herself left un- 
regarded for a little while, had some faint idea of try- 
ing to run away from him. But, stunned as she was, 
she remembered something of the purport of what 
Sir John had said to her. There was the slightest 
discernible gleam of hope at least for life and free- 
dom. If she strove to evade him, he would hand her 
over to the police. That meant, at least, that if she 
gave him complete obedience, there was a chance 
that he would allow her to go free. 

As chance had it, they had hit on almost the mo- 
ment of the arrival of the up-train, and Sir John 
found for himself and his travelling companion an 
empty first-class compartment. Not one word was 
spoken on either side. At various stations people 
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got in and out, but from Rugby to Euston they were 
alone together. Arrived at his own house, Sir John 
admitted himself by his latch-key, and waved his. 
prisoner into the little hall. 

"Go into the first room to the right," he said, 
" and wait there* till I come to you." 

She noticed dimly that the luggage wias not re- 
moved from the cab in which they had driven from 
Euston, and that the driver had received orders to wait. 

Some five minutes went by, and Sir John etitered 
the room and closed the door behind him, ^he 
watched him with incurious eyes as he moved about, 
turning up the light of the lamp which burned upon 
the table, and seeking methodically for pen, ink, and 
paper, and a blotting-pad. He laid these in order, 
and bade her to be seated. : ^ 

,," Write," he said, when she had obeyed him, "as 
' I fthair dictate to you." ■ '■ '> 

She. drew off her right-hand glove, and took up the 
peri in a feudden access of anguish, . which for. the. 
moment made writing impossible. The trained ^ye. 
of the physician saw that there was. no pretence in 
this, and he waited patiently. 

"Now," he said at leiigth, " write." 

He gave her date and place, and leaned over; her 
shoulder to watch her as she inscribed them in a 
hand unlike her own. Then he began to walk up 
arid down the room, his habds clasped behind him. 
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"I confess that I this day administered to Sir 
William Audley, at his residence, a fatal overdose of 
the medicine intrusted to me by his physician, Sir 
Joim Lepell. 1 confess that I administered that over- 
dose with full intent to take away his life." 

Her hand refused to write the words, her head 
whirled, and her whole body ached with anguish. 
Sir John, pausing at the table, repeated the awful 
condemnatory phrase, and at length, like one in a 
nightmare, she wrote it down. 
:' "Sign that." • 

She signed it, and the pen fell from her nerveless 
hand. 

Sir John took the brief but dreadful document 
from the table, glanced at it, and dried it on the 
blotting-pad. Then he folded it up and put it in his 
pocket-book. 

'^ And now, Mrs. Audley, listen to me, and for 
yont own safety understand me clearly. The world 
is before you. It is my duty to denounce you to the 
authorities ; but I believe that you would incur a 
'smaller punishment if I did so than your own con- 
science and memory will inflict upon you. The man 
whose life you ended would in all probability have 
'^ied within a day or two, and though that fact makes 
your crime no less hideous in the eye of the law and 
in sight of Heaven, it has some weight in deter- 
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mining my conduct. I shall not break this horrible 
intelligence to jonr husband until he is strong enough 
to bear the shock. I shall tell him then, and if he 
should decide to avenge his father's death, I shall ac- 
cept the responsibility of ray own actions. Ton will 
see that it will be hardly worth your while to trouble 
your husband further, or to continue to bear his 
name. And now, at least for the present, you may 
go. I should advise you to put what distance you 
can between yourself and England. You will find a 
cab waiting at the door." 

For tl^ first time since he had accused her, she 
broke silence by a word. 

" I have no money." 

Sir John emptied his purse upon the table without 
waiting to count its contents. There were two or 
three bank-notes and some ten or twelve pounds iii 
gold, with a little sprinkling of silver. Her shaking 
hands fumbled at the money, and when she had se- 
cured it all, the physician opened the door, and, pre- 
ceding her along the hall, saw her into the street 

A thin rain had begun to fall, and the pavement 
gleamed wet in the gaslight. She entered the cab 
and heard the street-door close behind her as she 
did so. She sat for a moment quite stunned and 
empty, until the driver of the four-wheeled cab 
clambered heavily down from his seat and thrust his 
head in at the window. 
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" Where to, m'rn ?" 

The question had to be repeated, and again re- 
peated, before it brought any meaning to her intel- 
ligence. Whto she understood it she made shift to 
name a hotel at hazard, and the cabman, remount- 
ing, lumbered off. 

Her mind seemed to wake from its confusion on a 
sudden, and in the anguish of that awakening she 
seemed to read her whole future, as one sees a land- 
scape by a flash of lightning. A murderess, and a 
fool ! A fool ! a fool ! a fool ! with an inexpressible 
self-loathing and contempt at every repetition of the 
phrase. She had not sold her soul, but had thrown 
it away for naught, and with it name and home and 
everything. 



THE END 
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